


ANAND ABRAHAM PILLAY 





Title of the Cover Pic: Mystic Cinderella 
ARTIST’S PERSPECTIVE 
DOB: 13-06-1958 


| have been painting since primary school when | 
discovered that | could paint very well. Indeed, after | won 
the first prize for painting in the third standard... the topic: 
‘school children waiting for the bus.’ | had unwittingly 
noticed quite a lot of details of the daily scenes while 
waiting for the school bus ...of what we children do, and 
amazingly reproduced quite a stunning picture of it on 
paint (water colours). 


Most often | was mistaken for glaring at people like as 
though | was scrutinizing them, much to their dislike. Some 
even thought | was ogling. But | was grasping the looks on 


their faces or the scene about and around them, which 
appealed to me like great paintings. | saw art, pure art in 
everything....the leaves... the flowers....the trees...the 
clouds... the shallow waters...ripples...waves...the quite 
deep waters...the rising Sun...the setting Sun...the 
waterfalls....0h! There were so many wonderful paintings 
everywhere! | watched them form in my mind, and 
sometimes, tried to paint or reproduce them the way | saw 
them. The trick is to follow details and capture them in your 
mind. The artist can only paint as he visualizes it in his 
mind. For example, if you ask a person to sketch an 
elephant, the sketch would only resemble what they have 
stored in their mind about an elephant. So, basically you 
must have an eye for details if you want to be a painter. 
Notice how differently the same picture is visualized by 
different people. One wizard was MF Hussian, who very 
remarkably expressed emotions on paintings. Abstract 
paintings can do that besides portraying good scenery. 


Like you must have a ear for music, you must have an eye 
for details for paintings. Usually a photographer too is a 
great painter, for some great stills snapped speak great art 
forms, and all three artists, namely, musician, painter and 
photographer have steady hands, great detail for hearing, 
seeing, and visualizing. | do fairly well in all three but | excel 
in painting. There’s great scope in abstract painting, for one 


can show expressions of music, emotions and creativity. 
Innovative thoughts with great insight can be portrayed. 


Ah! | did publish a magazine titled “MOVE UP PEOPLE’ way 
back in 1995. It lasted for a year and folded after that 
because | was no businessman. The magazine was much 
appreciated and the readership or circulation went up to 
30,000 copies, for a magazine meant exclusively for the city 
of Bangalore. 


It packed people from all walks of life aspiring to do well in 
every which way possible. But | ran out of money. The biz 
world demands dog eat dog cunning, and the trick of the 
trade to grab advertisers. So you have the money to go on. 
The cost price was a pittance, and to make it worse, you 
have to pay almost 40% to the distributor, especially if you 
are a newcomer, and besides, the distributor would play 
games. Never mind, it was all a very good experience that 
taught a lot to me in life, but when one is innovative and 
genuinely a genius no trick or competition can put you 
down. So chin up, the world is not a bad place after all. In 
fact, it brings out the good in you. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2018 
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REVIEWS 


“A stunning book-full of poetry quite literally for all seasons 
of time and all seasons of life.” 


“Beautiful poems that take you on an entrancing journey, 
depicting the daily occurrences in our life in a heart-felt 
manner.” 


“A journey of love which will make you fall in love with it. 
GLORY SASIKALA REVIEW 


A walk through the seasons/That's what we do/And it's not 
a cakewalk too/Filled with 
bliss/Melancholy/Love/Longing/IIlusion/Reality/We all pass 
through them/It's inevitable 


There's a season for everything. Life teaches you that in so 
many ways, and I'm not talking about the real seasons: 
summer, winter, autumn and spring. In life too, there's a 
season when all your loved ones are with you, a season 
when they go away, a season when there's happiness, a 
season when there's sadness. And we accept that. It's in a 
way the proper timing, the aligning our lives to the 


Universe's clock to get the best out of our lives. And this is 
what this book is all about: aligning with the seasons. And 
yes, we're talking real seasons too. There's a time to eat 
mangoes and a time to wear winter clothes. 


I've known Anand Gautam for a while now, especially — and 
maybe exclusively — as a contributor to GloMag, and there 
was a time when he wasn't writing that | was deeply aware 
of his absence. And no credit to me, but this is a poet who 
is not only a very astute observer, who is able to capture 
those observations in his work, but he is also one of the 
most active participants in the process of poetry making, 
providing valuable feedback and being there for others’ 
work as much as his own. And therefore, it's with immense 
pleasure that | picked this book, knowing that he will not 
disappoint me. This is a book that one must carry on train 
journeys, or on a day when all work is done and one is 
settled cosily with a cup of tea. It's then time to celebrate 
the seasons and embrace the goodness they bring as a 
warm glow in our hearts. Let me leave you with a few 
precious moments from the book. 


Midsummer's night/Warm breeze - humid/Tropical/Starry 
sky/Silvery moon/ 


The symphony of cicadas 


Street lights take over/The silver moon/Starry sky — 
ignored./Glitz/Of the mammoth/Corporate 
structures/Roaming wheels on roads/Graveyard shifts/ 


Late night dinner-outs 


Simultaneous sun and the moon/Sky still blue, clouds still 
white/Sunlight faint/ 


Silvery haze/Blurred moon peeking from/Behind the clouds 
ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Anand Gautam is an aspiring writer and a poet residing in 
Hyderabad, India. After studying Life Sciences, he went on 
to work as a techie to earn his bread — a tiny day-job in a 
corporate giant. In his free time, Anand wears a different 
hat and writes poems and stories. A Walk through the 
Seasons is the first collection by Anand. 


You may find Anand on the below social media: 


Instagram handle: @anand_writes 


ABOUT THE BOOK 


Seasons. The harbinger of feelings in us. Each season brings 
to us something to feel and takes us into another, leaving 
behind a nostalgia - bitter, or sweet, or bittersweet. 


Seasons, the cycle that runs the world and without which, 
the world would have been a monotonous place. Seasons 
make our moods and add colours to our life. 


Seasons and | have a special relationship. Each season had 
brought me a new experience in life: simplicity, bliss, love, 
longing and despair, and hope. Come take a walk with me, 
through the seasons. 
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Zulfiqar Parvez: Vice Principal Cum O Levels English 
Language Teacher, London Grace International School, 
Dhaka. | have done my Honours and Masters in English 
Language and Literature from the University of Rajshahi, 
and am the editor of Neeharika. 





Name: Zulfiqar Parvez 

Occupation: Teaching 
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Favorite Hobby: Collecting books 
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What is this freedom of? 
When what you read or hear 
Is but a blatant lie 


Endorsed with false statistics. 


What is this freedom of? 
When voices are choked 
And the populace breathe 


But in an invisible cage. 
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What is this freedom of? 
When the traitors rule the state 
And the patriots suffer beyond endurance 


For being what they are. 


What is this freedom of? 
When fake awards keep floating in 


For the ruler of a purgatory 


All too real. 





Zulfiqar Parvez: Vice Principal Cum O Levels English 
Language Teacher, London Grace International School, 
Dhaka. | have done my Honours and Masters in English 
Language and Literature from the University of Rajshahi, 
and am the editor of Neeharika. 
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A PERFECT MOMENT 

Plans are set, and obligations are meant 
to be met, but sometimes—not often, 
but sometimes, 

standing in a combination 


of hot and cold that is so right, so perfect, 


every attempt to close the spigots, 
to shut off the steaming 

stream of water in the shower 
gets interrupted by the thought: 


“Not just yet.” 
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William P. Cushing: Born in Virginia, Bill Cushing grew up in 
New York but has also lived in other places. Bill teaches 
English at East Los Angeles and Mt. San Antonio colleges 
and resides in Glendale with his wife and their son. He was 
often referred to as the “blue collar” poet based on his stint 
in the Navy and years at shipyards and other blue collar 
jobs. He earned an MFA in writing from Goddard College in 
Vermont. Last year, Bill was named one of the “Top Ten 
Poets in L.A.,” an honor followed up by being identified as 
one of “Ten L. A. Poets to Watch in 2018.” 
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WEAKNESS 
FATIGUE 





FAST HEARDBEAT | IMPAIRED VISION IRRITABLE 


WHATEVER ANALOGY WORKS 
hypoglycemia changes 
its spots, its stripes 
whatever analogy works 
a full-court press sweat 
or two or more 
ameba-like white spots 
merged into one 

big white 

blinding hole 

a something’s off 
sinking 


lip tingling 
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anxiousness 
or it’s a nothing first 
black next, a 


carpet kiss coma 


then it is waiting for 
someone to find 
your sweaty carcass 
and stick the hypo 
from the red case 


into your arm 
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Wanda Morrow Clevenger: She is a former Carlinville, IL 
native. Over 450 pieces of her work appear in 155 print 
and electronic publications. Her flash fiction “Roses and 
Peppermint Candy” won the 2014 Winter Short Story 
Contest in The Holiday Café. Her poem “corsage” won the 
2014 Black Diamond Award for Excellence of Craft in The 
Midnight on the Stroll Poetry Contest. Her nonfiction “Big 
Love” was nominated for 2016 Best of Net by Red Fez 
literary journal. 
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TWO STONES 

Two stones were thrown at me 
On one was written ‘Idealist’ 
On the other 'Dreamer' 

You are blind and dream 

Of a world of equality 
Mankind has progressed 
Through wars 

Through hatred 

There will always be groups 
And fighting 


We will win this time. 
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| knelt on the floor 
Felt for the stones 
Picked them and put them 


In my empty eye sockets 





Vineetha Mekkoth: | am a poet, writer, editor residing in 
Calicut, India. | work as Assistant State Tax Officer in the 
State GST Department. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published a poetry collection. An 
article published in latest issue of Malayalam Literary 
Survey, a Kerala Sahitya Akademi publication. 
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INTERLUDE 
What echoed in our minds while we stood 
In the emptied theatre, was the applause 


Of the audience, after the successful tragedy 


They probably would never experience 
All their lives. But you and | who were there 


When the curtain finally dropped, knew well 


How our unscripted Interlude 


Through the tense rehearsals of the week 


When no prompter in the wings helped us with our lines 
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Threatened to disrupt the tenor of the Acts: 
How could | kill you in their world 

And love you in mine? 

The lights were switched off, one by one 

As we slipped out of our skins-- 


Somehow that summer stripped bare 


All the inhibitions that love brings with it 
Until words were drowned in sweat 


Between the laughter after dinner and the early breakfast. 





Vijay Nair: | am a poet residing in Palakkad, India. | am an 
Associate Professor in English. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published 3 poetry anthologies. | 
was awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. 
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BLURRED 

One day 

we will stand by this window, 

when we have too much left to talk 


but nothing to say, 


to let the silence 


love us slowly, 


like the old man knitting 


blue scarfs 


in the memory of his dead wife; 
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to let ourselves 
look like paintings 
in reflections of a time 


and space we don't belong to; 


to jeopardise the darkness 

within us 

that look like dim aisles of a library 
that has an entire 


period of literature by women, missing; 


to just stay there, 

letting our veins 

twitch to the melody 

of familiar breaths; 

for the day has passed 

and the heart feels lighter than yesterday, 


and heavier than tomorrow, 
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and one day 
when we stand by this window, 
we will learn to look 


beyond everything that we see. 





Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a 
conversation with her soul. 
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THE BETRAYAL 

You zigzagged 

Constricted by lanes 
Reached the ‘bitch in heat’ 
And lustily gave 


In the line of male libido... and duty 


The next indiscretion 

You dismissed 

As a ‘one- off' thing 

‘Victim of circumstance’ at the work place 


Or so you claimed 
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Too smooth to leave trails 

And yet shifty glances gave you away 
Evasive responses 

Conjured smeared rouge on ear lobes 


Hair strands on rumpled beds 


Seated late evening on the wrought iron ledge 
Once again the clock suggested 


‘Your betrayal’ 


The clouds outside 
Spelled black doom 
Pregnant with foreboding 
About to descend 

And | said to myself 
What if 

What if 


| had been the one to stray? 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative 
possibilities beyond the ordinary. She is a French teacher 
and translator and an active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi. Her various passions include playing the piano 
and composing Music. Poetry for her is her stress buster, 
her flight of fancy and strangely, what keeps her rooted 
too. 
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BEey: 


TAPESTRY 





She lingo-lurked as was her wont, 

Whenever she felt like doing a tapestry. 
Juxtapositions matter! 

She remembered her art teacher droning, 

And moved mischievously to draw two lines 
One long and thin, the other short and fat, 

The tall wore a cap and the short a sari at swell; 
Like this? She mused, a fraction amused 

At the picture she had drawn, 

Of a tall and elegant husband 


And his short, inelegant wife. 
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Her loud snort 

Was shortly abort, 

As words filled the thin air 

Versening into chains of rhythm 

And her tapestry was born 

Of words long forlorn, 

Awaiting the fair muse to infect her, 

As she set to weave words to the weft, 

On the empty canvas that was left. 

Mere words drew pictures that careened madly, 
As they found their rightful places on a page 
On lines they knew well and loved, 

And formed beautiful verses 


Deep and profound 
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Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of 
the universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power 
of words, in the power of good intentions. She has two 
children both of good literary prowess, both creative in 
their own way. 
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ATHAME 

The struggle of the barren land 
To become like alluvial soil, 

Is treated by the generous cloud 


With repugnance and recoil. 


A sudden effort of anchored boat 
To take part in a long race, 
Is discouraged by the sail and ore 


With much grimace of face. 


But the happy gyration of moth 


Around a deceitful flame, 
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Is always encouraged without reproach 


By the malicious witch’s athame. 


Yet, the cloud and the fire 
Are ready to revive lives. 
Though, all generous witches 


Destroy everything, with their knives. 








Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in 
Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for his 
professional needs. However, he prefers to write poems, 
especially sonnets .He wants to be acquainted with the 
universal mind through poetry. 
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YOUR SMILE 

| see your smile 

inside my closed eyes... 
In my heart - 

soul. 

| hear your laughter, 
laughing - 

In my loneliness 

| can touch the sound 
of your voice 
whispering sweet words 
In my mind 


an echo of lovely 
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memories 

long gone 

still resting, resting 

in my heart. 

The heart you inhabit - 


as your smile 


smiling. 





Svanhild L@vli: I'm a Norwegian poetess. 
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THE GREAT INDIAN ENGLISH POET 

He, although brown-skinned, remains 

White inside, in deeds and thoughts, 

And loves to flaunt his Browning, Eliot and Osborne; 


The inheritor of the British Raj, now over but for him; 


The haughty guy spouts, accented English, 
A lot of arcane Derrida and Barthes over Scotch, 
And calls fellow Indian writers regional and stilted, 


These talented authors are still, in his blue eyes, the natives 
dark! 


Oxford/ Cambridge or Yale--- future destinations, 
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Where he will talk the post-colonial themes to those sans 
any such 


Historical experience. 


India is chaos, superstitious, hungry, and caste-driven 
And therefore, dear John, always doomed! 

A third-world nation to be escaped; 

For him, Macaulay is real, a master, 


He, a faithful subject, the one speaking their sacred 
language; 


---Sorry, neither | know the bewildering native tongues, the 
inferior ones nor interested to learn and converse in them 
with the dark people who eat with their hands and 
defecate and then clean their shit with these bare hands--- 


Superior to the vernacular type; the Brown Sahib, will talk 
of the hyphenated-identities with glee, and of course, the 
pleasurable pain of the diasporic community, in sexy 
London or New York or Madrid or Paris. 


44 


And, of course, of the pain 
of the exile, talking of the memories 


of the lost impoverished home-land, he never plans to re- 


visit except in his mind’s eye. 





Sunil Sharma: | am a writer, editor, poet residing in Kalyan, 
MMR (Mumbai Metropolitan Region), India. | work as a 
college principal. | have contributed to various anthologies. 
| have also published one novel and eight books on prose 
and poetry. 
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DREAM 
My colourful poesy and dream 
How can be complete 


Without him? 


He painted my life 


With so many colours, 


Some are of smile and pleasure and some of tears. 
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How can | say 


O my dear! 


He is the reason of my burning desire, 
He is that feelings of my heart, 


| never want to share. 


He is that never ending dream, 
| never want to open my eyes, 
| afraid ! It may take me apart from him. 


He is my seven coloured sweet day dream! 


Told psychologists 


Dream is a mysterious thing 


I'm a day dreamer | know nothing, 
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Only to say 


He is my supreme thought, 


He is my Absolute Being! 





Sumana Bhattacharee: She is a poet who lives in Kolkata, 
India. Music, poetry, and drama are her passions, and her 
poems have been published in various anthologies and 
blogs. She has published a book of poems. She has a poetry 
group of her own and she is working as an admin of three 
poetry groups. 
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On what should | write 

Something presentable or something contrite 
Should it be profound or witty 

A saga perhaps or a ditty 

Does it have to be long drawn out 

Or concise and pithy 

Perhaps | should write on the spate of rapes 
Then move on to other scrapes 

| could also voice my opinion on politics 

Be an armchair critic and go ballistics 

The mayhem and chaos that circles around us 


The bloodbath the bigotry the intolerance whirls in a rush 


49 


Yet | sit racking my brains 

Which sometimes crumbles under the strain 
No idea germinates all remains dormant 

My thoughts become vapid and adamant 


So here | am undecided on what to write 


Perhaps | will let it go and spare the readers a frightful 
fright 





Sudeshna Mukherjee: She is an Economics Major. She is a 
poet, short story writer and painter. Her book of poems 
“Meanderings of the Mind” has been published. Many of 
her poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies, magazines and e-publications. 
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RAPE CULTURE 

Why to put these two words together 

Are not they quite opposite 

Yeah but in theory 

In real they seem to have crept into one another 
Our culture of silence has given birth to this union 
When we comfortably become oblivious 

And violence never surfaces neither stops 

As if nothing ever happened 

We stop every little attempt of rebellion 
Sometimes by coaxing and convincing 

If it doesn’t work, we threaten 

We slut shame, do character assassination 

We put them through hell 

And so often if nothing satisfies us 

We kill them too 


After all, IZZAT (prestige) is paramount in our culture 
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Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 


emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 
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LIFE - GAME OF CHESS 
O’ this life is a game like chess, 
Everyone leaves the field | guess, 
Some remain in the battle till end, 
Some are not able to even defend! 


But as it is said this life is an exam, 

We have to pass it with a proper plan, 
Knowing which pawn to be used where, 
Staying strong in its every sphere! 


O' do not show your weakness to anyone, 
People will put you down in one turn, 
Everyone here is in wait of a chance, 
They get succeeded in their plans! 


This life is a journey, will end for a sure, 
O' do something meaningful and adore, 
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Accept its challenges and cross its hurdles, 
O' life is a mystery, solve this puzzle! 





Sonia Gupta: Dr. Sonia is a dentist by profession. She is the 
author of four English & two Hindi poetry books. Her many 
poems and stories have been placed in various anthologies, 
magazines & newspapers. She has been awarded with 
various awards in Hindi literature and won many poetry 
competitions organised by various literary groups on 
facebook. Besides being a poetess and doctor she is fond of 
paintings, singing, cooking, designing, knitting and teaching. 
Her many projects are coming soon. 
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SOMETHING | LOOK AT 

| know 

you love me 

i love you too 

whenever we meet 

our eyes dance in joy 
hearts whisper, lips quiver 
but i love you 


we fumble to murmur 


| reciprocate your love 
you feel my feelings 


but our love is not 
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the way it is understood 
so unique and different 
let it be where it is 

in the heart of our hearts 


where we truly live 


Never let our love come out 

very few will understand it 

very few know what love is all about 
it will be too much to bear 

if you go down in the eyes of other 

i cannot see the petals of our love 


wilting under the scorching heat of sun, pears of shower 
and the chill winter playing havoc 


with all that we jealously treasure 


Let that bud of love blossom 
into a beautiful flower 


with all its fragrance and colour 
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nothing can snatch it away from us, our love, our only 
possession so dearly conserved in our heart 


We know and respect each other 

share our moments of agony and ecstasy 
we too appreciate the limitations 

with which we look at each other 

and my dear! that is what love is 

always for the one you love 

you are in me 

iam in you 

living each moment for the other 

my love! this is our love 


do we need anything more? 
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is a multi-lingual poet. His 
writings include essays, short stories, poems and novels 
which are published in newspapers and in various national 
and international magazines, journals and anthologies. 
Working as Finance Officer in Govt of Odisha, he writes 
extensively on life, its beauty and intricacies, which are 
widely acclaimed. 
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Get into my heart and see what | feel 
Tear into the windpipe to breathe me in 
Pray to my gods to know all my fears 

And dive into the sea to know my tears. 
Laughter, of course, is the greatest healer 
As silence is the only sealer 

Let’s hold hands, and our smiles 

will brave the winter of misconduct! 

Dive into my happiness 


to grow as One. 
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Shreekumar Varma: | am a poet, novelist, playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. | am now a full-time writer. | 
have contributed to various anthologies. | have received 
the R. K. Narayan Award for Creative Writing. 
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THERE IS MUSIC ALL AROUND 

There is music all around... 

In the chirping of birds, 

waking with the rising sun. 

In the buzzing of bees, 

trying to fulfil their daily needs. 

In the ringing of the Church and Temple bells, 
In the Call for prayer, 

by the Muezzin in the Mosque. 

In the thunder & lightening shaking this earth, 
In the roaring of Ocean’s tides, 

bringing excitement to life. 


The sound made by the flowing stream, 
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trying to fulfil its earnest dream. 

The falling of fountains from the mountain-high, 
thrilling the onlooker passing by. 

In the raindrops falling from the sky, 

On the rooftops of building low and high. 

There is music all around, 

Just we should have a heart, 

to feel it, to absorb in it, 


to mesmerize our soul in it. 





Shamenaz: | reside in Allahabad. | am a freelance writer, 
passionate reader, blogger, and poet, with many published 
poems in E-journals & magazines in India. | have presented 
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papers in India and abroad. | am in the Editorial board of 
journals: Literary Miscellany, Cyber Literature, Research 
Access, Expression, The Context & IJRHS (Jordan). | am the 
Guest Editor of ‘The Context’ Volume 2, issue 3. | have 
served as a Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET 
& Cultural Incharge, AIET. 
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TRIBUTARY 
My father taught me 


how to truly forgive 


when he spoke to me 
about water 
under the 


bridge 


64 





Scott Thomas Outlar: He hosts the site 17Numa.com where 
links to his published poetry, fiction, essays, interviews, 
reviews, live events, and books can be found. 
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When | look into her eyes 
| see truth no lies 
| see love that is so divine 


| feel it to be mine and only mine 


At a closer look | realise it's for everyone- for animals for 
people and for trees 


And such intensity makes me bow to my knees 
| see her as an epitome of compassion 


And her fervent protection as her passion 


The feel that she has single-handedly raised us 


Never ever created a fuss 
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| am proud to say that this is my mother 


It's just her and no other. 





Sara Bubber: | am studying Human Development from 
MSU, Baroda. In my free time (sometimes even during 
classes) | love looking out of the window especially when it 
rains. | love reading, listening to music and spending time 
with my dogs. My dogs are my favourite people in the 
world. 
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THE CANOPY OF LOVE 

Ah there they were, the mother and child, 
standing next to the boundary wall of their house. 
The happy mother holding a happy girl child 
glowing in love, flowing from her mother’s eyes 


and fingers; lingering on every bone, every sinew. 
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In a sudden flash of clarity, | remembered you, mother. 
Once snugly cocooned inside you, 

out | came, a premature baby, ugly and dark; 
“another girl child! Mark my words, she will not survive, 
don’t you worry,” said the neighbor old, 
clucking her tongue at the grotesquery in the bassinet. 


But, the monstrosity survived, because of love, immense. 


My ears rang with those half — remembered lullabies. 
Those spanks, and maternal reprimands, when | was rude. 
Those smudged syllables, those morsels of food 

that childhood mirth, when love never suffered a dearth; 


the chortles and milk bottles, the growing pains in love’s 


domain. 


A chunk of your heart was now traipsing outside your body 
tumbling, stumbling on unsteady feet, 


riding high, hiding those tiny delinquencies unleashed at 


school, 
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touching things, satiating her curiosity. 
Then, suddenly she was a big girl, no longer a child. 
Years passed, and then you too were gone, 


like those childish chuckles, those undone buckles. 


The tiny girl was looking at me. 

Beguiling me with a toothless smile. 

It was time to move on; to stop mourning a mother gone. 
The East was proclaiming a new dawn. 

In the presence of your absence, mother, 


by the universality of love, | was once again smothered. 
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Santosh Bakaya: | am a poet, novelist, essayist residing in 
JAIPUR, RAJASTHAN, INDIA. | work as a teacher and have 
contributed to various anthologies, have written many 
novels and poetry anthologies, and a poetic biography of 
Mahatma Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. Recently, | delivered a 
Ted Talk on THE MYTH OF WRITERS' BLOCK. 
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Pic by Samixa Bajaj 
PEACE IN THE NOISE 
One rather disturbed night, 
| had a dream really queer; 
Walking through the Desert of Noise- 


My mind was filled with fear. 


Honking cars, vendors, hawkers 


And also a construction site. 
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Walking on and on, 


| was overcome with fright. 


Suddenly | heard a sweet melody 
Coming from yonder. 
Slowly, | advanced toward it, 


My mind filled with wonder 


| reached the sound and saw 
A perfectly beautiful sight- 
A meadow filled with flowers, 


An old shepherd playing into the night. 


Curiously | went over to him 
And said, ‘Oh, good evening. 
Would you tell me from where you learnt 


This melody, so sweet and lilting?’ 
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‘And why, oh why do you play 
Right now in the night, 
Couldn’t you play in the morning 


In the sunshine bright?’ 


Pausing, the old shepherd 
Put his flute away. 
Turned to me and said, ‘Dear child, 


For me there is no day?’ 


Surprised, | looked at his face, 
And saw a terrible sight- 
His eyes empty and blank; 


For him it was always night. 


The blind shepherd, | realized 


Stayed like this always. 
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So happy and so peaceful, 


So calm and so gay. 


Let us all who can see 
Realize this very fact. 
And make sweet melody like the shepherd, 


So the world stays calmly intact. 





Samixa Bajaj: She is a 13-year-old, student of class 7. She is 
an avid reader, whose range of reading varies from Tinkle 
to Ramayana. She dabbles in poetry, giving words to her 
thoughts depending on her moods. A budding writer and a 
dancer. 
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PROMISE ON SEPARATION 


Get me back the kisses that you have taken on credit 
From me, ona misty and hazy night | could never forget 
That night; you had an ardent desire and ceaseless 
Thirst for my love and pat. 

Give me back the waves of my love before the shore 


Of your mind get dried and change like desert. 


Get me back the blossomed blue lotus | nurtured 

In your cheeks, the red wine | brewed in your lips 
After all, the tiny particle of wicked life pulses 

In your womb, that caused for a typhoon to blow 

In your heart; the source of downpour in your eyes; 


Return back to me. 
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Instead; (If you can) You may detach your soul 

From me, and get the face-mask you hide from me; 
You may take off the fragrance of your body from me, 
To share with the privacy of your dreams 


| would never be there, | promise. 


(If you wish), you may choose your way 

Expect me not, nor a call for a back way 

Proceed till you succeed someday 

Do not say goodbye rather, | would be looking at you 


On all your way, till you vanish away. 
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Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Admin 
Manager. Writes short stories, poems and travelogues in 
various regional language magazines (Malayalam), 
periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem Kattuchola’, and 
used to write English poems and articles in Saudi Gazette 
Weekend edition. 
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A SPRING'S AFFAIR 

The Spring has finally arrived 
And all my surroundings 
Become so colorful and 

With you in my mind and heart, 


| fully prepare my garden! 


Inspired by the change of season, 


| have already cut some flowers: 
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This time | cut carnations, tulips 


And beautiful and delicate daisies! 


My home is now decorated 
With those flowers on a base 
And a painting | did for you 


While waiting for your presence! 





Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
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an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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THE VERY BEST AMONG US 


(dedicated to those 36 lamed vovniks who anonymously dwell 
among us) 


36 untainted souls 

the very best among us 

oblivious of their generational stature, 
luminescent 

indistinguishable 

transcendent- 

sentinels fortifying our world- 


solid and stalwart diamonds anchoring God’s garden 
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36 untainted souls 

the very best among us 

who inspire by their benevolence and humility, 
who comfort us from pain and loss, 
receptacles enduring our grief 

servants who insulate and shelter 


teachers who instill, inspire... 


36 untainted souls 

the very best among us 

who manifest the heartbeat of the world 
many times over, 

with each generation, 

and so into 36 


are beckoned once again 
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Robert Feldman: He is a writer and poet. He has 
participated in dozens of poetry readings around the 
country, and continues to write, paint, and play tabla, 
besides working with high-school students as faculty 
advisor of the Park Vista Writers Workshop. 
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A POSTHUMOUS PHONE CALL 


(For Parra) (“Remember that it's when you lose your sense of 
humor that you begin to reach for your pistol.” - Parra) 


Hello Poet! It’s so funny that you 

died. It’s like 2 plus 2 makes 4, no 
matter how many times you count it 
in whatever sequence you prefer. 

The old face that withered within 

that mask of sarcasm is evident now- 
as evident as 4 in the end of 2 plus 2. 
All your life, you tried to improve the 
emptiness of paper, as you Say it - and 


you got old, your hair fell, your wives 
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died and your revolutions ended 

all in disaster- as you tackled with 
emptiness on that eternal paper, 

for 103 years, dozing off in your chair, 
dreaming coitus interruptus. 

| called you now to inform you that 

| read your epitaph and what do | say: 
Can | ever stop laughing 

at it 

and reach out 


for a pistol. 


86 





Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published 
in various online magazines, and has been acknowledged 
and complimented by various senior poets. 
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THE NAGA NEMESIS 


Booing at my human form they hang from the sprawling 
tree 


Their collective jeer of forked tongues 

an elongated, red efflorescence 

| smell their venom before | feel 

the hissing breaths flicking my hackles 

| stand my slithering ground 

as invincible as them in my dream 

though Manasa writhes underneath and Shesha cradles 
in his thousand-headed glory 


the frame of an absconded deity 
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Kaliya floats unperturbed on a black river 
grinning as the poor bend and drink 
Vasuki emerges from a deserted womb 


his mouth oozing slush and brine 


The tree trunk uncoils as | toss in my dream 
into several more scaly forms 

Their offspring wound themselves round my feet 
The hanging ones pull me up with ease 
Waiting for the inevitable 

| watch the crawling ants below 

trying to fight themselves to death 

while Ananta’s rapidly coiling form 

squeezes their life out like popping sweet peas 
still chuckling at the irony 

as they swallow me whole 

and vomit my poisoned soul 


to search for a discarded skin 
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Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently 
living in Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems have 
been published in several anthologies and journals. She is 
also the Destiny Poets UK's, Poet of the year for 2014 and 
one of the editors of The Significant Anthology released in 
July 2015. More recently, she was adjudged second in the 
World Union Of Poet's competition, 2016. She writes at 
Butterflies Of Time. 
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WHEN YOU PASS THROUGH YOUR LOVER’S PLACE IN A 
BUS 


(Translation of a poem by Jinesh Madappalli) 
When you pass through 

Your lover’s place in a bus, 

You will feel the same intimacy 


That you feel towards your birth place. 


All the girls standing in the courtyard 


Of the school from which she passed out 


Will resemble her. 
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Your mind will yearn 


To give them toffees. 


You will grumble to the person 

Sitting next to you that 

You could not go to the house of the dead 
By the roadside 


Because of you were busy. 


You will smile surreptitiously at the 
Council ward member 


Like a guy who recently got voting rights. 


Sometimes, 


you may even feel that 


You are married. 
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Your body will feel a thrill 
At the thought that 

All the women in that place 
Were seeing in you 


A prospective bridegroom. 


When you come back home 
You will attain the realization 
That her place is a nation 


With its own constitution and map. 


It 

Like her 

Would be spreading 
Across the darkness 


Unvanquished by any. 
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Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English 
translations of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest 
(from Malayalam) and Waking is Another Dream (Sri 
Lankan Tamil Poetry) and for Anthologies of Dalit literature 
published by OUP and Penguin India. Published poems in 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He is one of the five 
contributing poets to the anthology, “A Strange Place Other 
Than Earlobes” (five voices seventy poems). A collection of 
his poetry, "Architecture of Flesh" was published by 
Paperwala in 2015. 


94 





(©) Download from S (102315723 
~/) Dreamstime.com [By Nikiov | Dreamstime.com 


SCARS 
| carry scars: literal, physical, not metaphorical. 


The oldest one, on my left forearm, right where it meets 


the end of the biceps, is a keloid actually. 


There’s a story from my past, of a fall 


from a new bicycle, of a place I’ve left behind, life too. 


Then there’s a cut mark at the dorsal base 
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of my right middle finger. It’s from a glass edge that may 
still be 


there in another city in a shop that does not care for the 
safety 


of clients. The most recent scar is only a month old. No, 
not even that, 


it’s twenty-nine days old. This scar is at the dorsal base 


of the right thumb. It’s from no city but from a train food 
board at side. 


It’s from a time when | was going home, to return four days 
later. 


That was all | could steal from my busy meaningless life. 


| want the oldest scar to go. It’s ugly! 


If you had it you’d want it gone too. 


| want the two other scars to stay. 
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They are not just marks on my skin. 


They are on the grooves on the disc of mind, 


when the pin-time touches them right, 


they play the story back in a flash. 


To test it now | close my eyes and think of my recent scar. 


No, | can’t remember the way, I’m sure, blood must have 
started dribbling 


from the peeled part, but | could have flashes of my disgust 
at being cut 


right when | needed my hand so much, the right one, right 
before | was 


about to start my four nights and five days of life. 


It’s a good one, that scar. | want it to stay, and not fade 
away. 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP Ezine, a poetry ezine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 
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ADIEU TO THIS WINTER 
Come like an exorcist, stand by me, 


Cast some magic with your wand, 


drive away this corroding winter 


move us into a web of fragranced spring. 
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Can stand no more this monster 


In season’s order as a matter of right, 


ever leaving behind a phlegm 


in my chest and soul, around me too, 


like throwing a bucket full of water 


on my being’s scroll silent and serene. 


Come! Like sprinklers shower your 


Benign blessings, when | am seedy , 


Be the first to drive away the evil 


Thickening of wintry’s adamant lineage. 


Come Spring ! swell with pride and 


Spread your fragrance to have a catch, catch for good. 
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Radhamani Sarma: | am a poet, short story writer, residing 
in Chennai, India. | am a retired professor of English. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published 
my own poetry collections. Also a reviewer and critic, 
contributed critical essays on living writes, a blogger. 
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TO ST AGNES OF NAGASAKI 


you stand there in that lobby blackened with our shame 
and i sancta sanctarum crammed in a railway seat 
accompanied by 


card players discomfited by my ear 
scratching stare at you on a mobile screen 
and with the rumble of the local’s wheels 
keeping rhythm wonder what mercy 

kept you alive while humans just melted into 


a vapour does it carry your guilt or sorrow 
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at the depredations of religion or were you 
spared simply to stand in that haunting 


corridor to remind the warmongers that pass by you laden 
with files or are you there 


because you too are the flotsam jetsam 
debris precipitate that cries behind the 
stone eyes of the helpless horror of being 
but only not made flesh or do you just 
stand in memorial for those liquid Japanese 
or sancta sanctorum do you stand there in 
repentance or stand in for those voices 

and choices that cannot be heard 

or do you just stand alone for all those 


whose memory too was vaporised 


memorial day 


e’en the breeze still’d 


for the last post 


103 





Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: moonlights as an award- 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award- 
wanting poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology 
course, running two literary clubs, astronomy, the 
occasional trek, some peer counselling for suicide 
prevention, and learning languages in between. He thinks 
he is funny, but his friends vehemently disagree." 
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EVENING SHADOWS 

As the sun rests in the breast of the blue sky 
Kissing the yellow beams 

My heart begins to burn in unknown pain 
Endless desire grows passionately 


Drinking all my tears of pain. 


The pains born through the millions of cry 
Within me, my caged dream wants to fly 
To meet the glowing dust in solitude 


To paint the wall of my broken desire. 
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Suffering soul tastes the salty breast 
Haunting desires in my inquest path 
Vision becomes blur and void 
Somewhere earth remains thirsty 
To make someone happy, or 


To fulfill someone's desire. 


My soul's utmost pride is my unique task 

Heart's supreme desire aglow in the dusk 
Let me give the strength in my heart 

Let me give the countless stars in my path 
Like a Bedouin | quest my thirst 

To build a castle of love 


Through everybody's heart. 


106 





Preety Bora: | am a poet residing in India, Assam, in a small 
city called "Golaghat". | am working as a co-editor of a 
bilingual book. | have contributed to various anthologies. | 
have also edited one bilingual anthology of poems. Nature 
is my great inspiration. 
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DIVINE LOVE 
Again and again 
The same lips 
Brush together 
Fresh and anew 
Feel 

More sweeter 
Than before 
The divine love 
Lasts long 

Even after 


The end of the world 
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Death touches never 


Either their body or soul. 





Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature’s 
beauty etc. He has published poems in various anthologies 
and periodicals and received many awards of excellence. 
He was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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MOM MINE: 

Oh Mother, there can be no one like you, 

Oh Mother, there has been none to love me as you do, 
Oh Mother, | know you are up there in the stars, 
Looking out for me, 


Steering me away from danger, on my path, which you can 
see, 


How | wish i had said, | love you, the last time we met, 
To the end of my life, this lapse | shall regret, 

Oh mother, in our future together, 

Hope to make up for lost time, lost chances, here, 


In this life you gave me so much, to cherish, to live by, 
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| shall carry on bravely, so that you will be proud to say, 
That's my boy, the good guy.. 

| shall never let you down, dear, 

Guide me so, to the end of my time here, 

Hold my hand, when the end is near.. 


So that | passover without fear.. 





Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker, recently turned grandmother! She used to 
write sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of 
the Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and 
words are her world. 
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THE SKY BIRD 

Rooted to the soil 

| am heading towards the sky 

Leafless, but not lifeless 

Enliven always 

| get metamorphosed in to a bird 

See, how | am feathered with black wings 


About to fly un to innumerable skies! 


Wait, | will show you my BISWARUPA 


In me always the sky is a gigantic bird 
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Wingless though seem to the naked eyes 


Who has seen the skin of the planet 
Bark of trees 


And veins of men? 


Only wound inside out 
And blood splattered everywhere 
A parched earth, a leafless tree 


with lifeless limbs and headlessness everywhere ! 


Nevertheless, rooted to soil 
Plant, man and planet 
Fluttering wings with in 


Feathering a beautiful sky! 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthology of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and_ international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, 
Happy Isle, Feelings International, etc. 
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A CIRCLE OF WIND 

The wind blew through the trees 
The trees were bending at the knees 
The knees were knocking at my door 


the dormouse scampered across the floor 


The floor came up to meet my chin 
The chin was there through too much gin 
The gingerbread man came round to tea 


The tea was where it ought to be 


The Bee got honey from the flower 


The flower opened at that hour 
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The hour bought on what was destined 


The destined bought on howling wind 


The wind blew through the trees 
The trees were bending at the knees 
The knees were knocking at my door 


the dormouse scampered across the floor 





Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and 
became a professional in the field of vibration and 
acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has written poetry, short 
stories and a children's novel. He also founded The Young 
Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child," 
which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble and 
at www.elfinchild.com In December 2013, he was 
diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and died in 
2015. 
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THE OWL GUIDE 

As you lie on that hospital bed unconscious 
ina maybe 

What more can you do, 


What more should you have done 


As a young girl, excited and unaccustomed to city-ways, 
gallop your dads milk horse 


away from your white home, 
through downtown Sunderland streets 
where this morning it trotted 


Dads milkcart rattle on a milkround. 
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Folk scatter, run scared. 
A bobby captures your reins. 
Arrested and thrown in prison 


with the rapists, killers and paedophiles. 


sob yourself to sleep. 
Shortly after midnight awake 


to flap, flap flap near the door, 


stood wide open. You softly 


step out, closed the door behind you. 


See an owl, 


perched on a wooden fence, 


who awaits your escape. 


The owl flies in front of you, 


guides you past bobbies, 
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through dark streets, till you came 


to a saddled horse and a bundle of fresh clothes. 


You mount, the owl pulls the horses head 


Towards the white dairy farm 


then leaves, as it must as the owl 

In a maybe 

Is your future daughter who dies before you do. 
What more can you do. 


What more should you have done. 
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Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Stubborn 
Sod (Alien Buddha Press, 2018) 


120 





An angel woke me up 

Gently softly 

Caressed my body softly 

Sinews, curves, terrains 

Oiled with warm lavender 

Lead me to the pools of pleasure 
Twinning 

Coupling like snakes 

| became the Angel 

Drowning myself in the soaked breasts 
Waking up 

Dreaming of Shakthi 


Beckoning me to the heights of Himalaya 
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Promising a new freedom 


Am | awake 


Or still dreaming? 





Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings ( 2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed. Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
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May we meet in a lifetime 

Where we are meant to be 

Where we can hold hands 

And walk the world 

Savour each other's love 

Allow each other's vices 

To attune our fineness. 

Till then, | will sing to the moon 
My best songs and let its shimmer 
Make me a silhouette that is yours. 
In the dark where none cares to look 


| will love you like no other. 


123 





Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my 
writing more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings 
are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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THE FOREST 

Will you come with me 

For a walk in the verdant woods? 
Nature’s bounty has no limits 
Let’s lie on the soft pine needles, 


Whose softness belies their name 


Come hold my hand as we 

Traverse through sun dappled paths 
Where the dry crackling leaves provide 
A carpet for us to walk on 


As we go on a path to nowhere 


WS 


For this blessed forest which is 
home to myriad creatures, 

beckons us to explore nature 

and deviate from worldly pressures 
The forest is an escape plan 


Drawn by Nature for weary souls 


Come let’s sit under a golden autumn tree 
And marvel upon our understanding 

of the whisper of the evening breeze 

The forest’s canopy creates a bower 


For us to close our eyes and be grateful to mother Nature. 
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Padmini Rambhatla: | am a homemaker residing in 
Chennai, India. | work as an English teacher. | have 
contributed to a poetry group on Facebook. | dabble in art 
occasionally and love cooking a variety dishes for friends 
and family. 
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MY EVERYTHING 
He's my everything, 
The reason | live, 
The reason | breathe, 


The reasons for my reasons. 


From conception to death, 
He's the fulfilment in-between, 
He's the king, my ruler, 


He's the leader, my Father. 
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He's creation's creator 
Filled with wisdom and might, 
His words are life, 


His presence glory. 
He's my everything, 
He knows me by name, 
Has me on his palm 


| live to worship Him. 


He's amazing and eternally the same 
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Oluwatosin S. Olabode: He is a speaker, poet, blogger and 
writer. He is a Christian, an idealist and a ‘future thinker’. 
He resides in Jos, Nigeria. He goes by the stage name, 
Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly Simple from Tosin 
— given to him as a result of the simplicity of his message. 
He writes Poetry, nonfiction and a little bit of fiction, 
including drama depending on the context. His works 
center on God, man and life. 
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TEMPEST 

A dog howls in the distance 

Storm clouds gather on the horizon 

Tiles rattle on the roof 

Leaves fall to the ground 

Thunder rumbles in the distance 

Lightning forks across the sky 

Branches creak and groan and sway 

The weathervane pirouettes madly 
Raindrops pitter-patter on the slate roof tiles 
And gush down in torrents down the storm drain 
And find their way to the ocean 


To start the journey once again. 
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Nivedita Karthik: | am a poet residing in Chennai, India. | 
work as a Senior Quality Controller. My work has also been 
published in the journal of the Society of Classical Poets. 
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SOCIETY OF FAITH IN LOVE 

He looked up at me, brown eyes glowing 

the way mahogany wood does! 

a slight furrow beneath, a smile plastered on his face, 
giving an unshakable feeling, 


if things end up terribly-‘will be there’. 


| hold my breath for a moment 
my heart searches for the safest recline, 


peace orbs across, unknowingly lips break into a smile. 
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“What makes you smile”? He asks 

| say, ‘It's faith, | think!" 

| see him looking down to his feet 

"Oh", he sighs, "it was love | thought" 
"Well" | say, his hand in mine 

"Love, faith both very well the 

same. 

Don't let the night stagnate, or 

let the moon into our clouds recede, 

till death at our doorstep, let heart succumb 


to this sweet invasion of faith in love.” 
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Nandita Samanta: She was in a teaching profession, 
presently is a secretary of a creative organization. She is a 
multilingual poet, a short story writer, a reviewer, a dancer 
and an artist. Her works are well appreciated and published 
and her paintings have been displayed at various 
exhibitions. Her published poetry collection is titled 
‘Scattered Moments’. Her poems, articles, short stories 
feature in various international and national anthologies, 
magazines, journals, newspapers and e-zines. Her poems 
have been aired in U.K. And US radio channels and also 
have been translated in different languages. 
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OFT WHENCE | DREAM OF THEE 

Oft whence | turn to dreams of thee 
| find myself up there in the sky 
Where stars sing songs for eternities, 
And | too sing a song of Love 


Like perhaps sings with peace a dove, 


Eve whence come down on me 

Glitzy and feminine thou do | see, 

As if thou hath dressed up quite 

With all the glittery things of the night, 


How they cover thy holy frame 
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How they write there with thee my name, 
As write the angels on the eternal spread 


As write all lovers of their songs unsaid, 


Oft whence | turn to dreams of thee 

| get swept by breeze on the lea 

And she like a winged creature me takes 
Over the hills, valleys, plains and lakes, 

| hover so taken by thy Love, in thy fold, 

| find spring in winter blooming never old, 
| find thy beauty taking over all of me 

| sing songs simply out of glee, 

And those songs go on without stop 


For thee like a leaf on thy lap | drop. 
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Moinak Dutta: WELCOME! JULEY! BON JOUR! CIAO! 


Me? 1am nothing...I'm not a conscious poet...| just scribble; 
For scribbling is like singing spontaneously...It is like 
dancing loving the movements of body...So | live...So | wish 
to depart... 
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JUST BECAUSE, BAD HEART 

Just because | am old 

do not tumble me dry. 

Toss me away with those unused 

Wheat pennies, Buffalo nickels, and Mercury dimes 
in those pickle jars in the basement. 

Do not bleach my dark memories 

Salvation Army my clothes 

to the poor because | died. 

Do not retire me leave me a factory pension 


in dust to history alone. 
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Save my unfinished poems refuse to toss them 
into the unpolished alleyways of exile rusty trash barrows 
just outside my window, just because | am old. 
Do not create more spare images, adverbs 

or adjectives than you need to bury me with. 
Do not stand over my grave, weep, 

pouring a bottle of Old Crow 

bourbon whiskey without asking permission 

if it can go through your kidney’s first. 

When under stone sod | shall rise and go out 
in my soft slippers in cold rain 

dread no danger, pick yellow daffodils, 

learn to spit up echoes of words 

bow fiddle me up a northern Spring storm. 

Do you bad heart, see in pine box of wood, 


just because | got old. 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He is a Canadian and USA citizen. 
Today he is a poet, editor, publisher, freelance writer, 
amateur photographer, small business owner in Itasca, 
Illinois. He has been published in various anthologies. He is 
the author of two books, and several chapbooks. He also 
has over 134 poetry videos on YouTube as of 2015: He was 
nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards for poetry 2015 & 
Best of the Net 2016. 
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CELEBRATION OF LOVE 

Pictured brightly of our good times 
The fiery golden yellow blossoms 

A delicate beauty to endure forever 
Underneath the soft spring moonlight 
Artistically arranged on the branches 
Nodding with the gentle breeze 


Brings back all the memories 
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And the existence of our 

Pure long lasting love 

As friendship and care 

Wondering if you were 

Staring at them in awe 

Thinking of me smiling at you 

As you clicked this splendid shot 
Reminding you of our childhood 

You spoke of your love with this shot 
As | penned down in a few lines | care 
Nature so sweet bringing happiness 
Awakening our little souls 

Wrapping all our emotions 

In this fantastic picture of life 


With a poet's celebration of love 


143 





Merlyn Alexander: A homemaker poetess and author from 
Tamil Nadu, South India. She has self-published six books 
on Haiku. Loves music, drawing, painting, craft, and 
travelling. Contributed to many anthologies. Cooking is her 
other passion. 
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HOME 

We carried our home on our backs. 
We learnt to keep our carapace light. 
But bits of life slipped in 

we never knew when, 

lodging themselves into crevices. 

We could never scrub them out. 
They spoke in strange tongues 

that burst upon our palettes 


in long ago memories. 
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Nostalgia on our pulse points 
became our animal smell. 
Wisps of our past appeared 
with torrents of feeling; 

we were always without words. 
Sorrows, joys, lifts and falls, 
marked by milestones 

that blurred and vanished 

from our rear-view mirrors, 
mimicking our life. 

We keep our carapace light, 
We carry our homes on our back. 
We can set up house in a flash- 
The Great Indian Rope Trick. 
This is how the act ends- 


We can never go home. 
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Maya Sharma Sriram: She is a full-time poet and writer 
living in Mumbai India. Her work has appeared in an 
anthology and in many journals. She has also published a 
novel. She is an Elle Fiction Award Winner. 
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| have always believed, thought the poets and playwrights, 
thinkers and seers may make good leaders, they are not 
usually appreciated by the man on the streets. History of 
mankind will bear this out. 


Sadly our history has been stuck somewhere in the 
prehistoric cavemen period. The driving factor is fear. The 
most sophisticated scientist in US is as afraid of faceless 
formless terrorist as is the most primitive tribal afraid of 
faceless formless beings that look like constellations in a 
dark sky... have we progressed at all ? 


Thus the best ruler for the common man is one who 
ensures peace and safety or security.... where are we 
headed? | think you should read The History of Civilisation 
by Will and Ariel Durant -makes very depressing sort of 
reading. 
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Battles wars wars and wars... we are still where we ever 
when time began. PI read Schopenhauer and Nitzsche too - 
they will have the same effect too. The truth remains truth. 





Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of 
formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a 
polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist 
to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled 
him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very 
friendly Santa Claus. 
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FLESH + BONE 

| love the flesh attached to your bones; 
the bones themselves, not so much — 
they don’t want love: 

they’d rather desiccate in summer’s wake 


and crumble under the heat of its fist. 


It is inapt to love bones 

when you've really seen through to them — 
well enough perhaps to feel the marrow’s pulse 
lifting mounds of fat and muscle, 

grooves in the shafts reining in your arms, 


thorny tendons coursing rivulets 
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to your fingertips — 
(these thoughts have me judging mirrors 


effete). 


| have seen the inside of your bones, 

and have been through and through them — 
so much so that the white of your chin 

the puckered pink of your knee 

and the blue of the crook of your elbow 

are all flushed red with the mist of my blood; 
the heap of skin between your legs 

begs the water of my anguish 


to vitiate its pain. 


With the weight of the cold dense air 
against my bones | bleed, my lungs bleed, 
my cut veins bleed, my underarms bleed, 


my mutilated penis bleeds — 
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| bleed a river like a serpent and tempt your nipples 


with my death throes. 





Mathew Jasper: He is a poet and medical student. He is 
based in Thiruvananthapuram, Kerala. He has been writing 
since high school and has won prizes for extempore and 
writing, besides poetry. He is an avid reader and 
appreciator of all genres of poetry. Mathew is also an 
upcoming pianist and composer. He can be reached 


atmathew.j.jasper@gmail.com 
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MOON 
the moon is a monochromic 
picture, 


a face of a young lady, 


whose gaze, a massive pearl 


hangs as a pendant 


from the sky, 


beaming over 


the grains of heat; 
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melting inside 


the throat of chakor* 


her cool songs pour 


into the wind's navel 


spurting out as cucumbers, curing 


the insomnia of two eyes, 
the moon as 
entwined wings of a 


a butterfly 


cracks down, 


to spill honey over the two other moons, 


of whom she is a silent spectator 
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a gentle bearer 


of their sorrows and happiness! 


*Chakor - Patridge 





Manisha Manhas: She is a rebel. She is an English teacher 
with Punjab education department and moonlights as a 
poet. Her poems mostly revolve around the theme of 
"partition and migration" of 1947. Her poems have 
previously been published in various journals. For her, 
poetry is her life-force quite similar to blood flowing in her 
veins. 
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NOSTALGIA 

(Form :villanelle) 

My yesterdays rest at a faraway shore 
silhouetted against the sunset light 


As | walk; they recede furthermore 
Blurred at the melting horizon 
some moments ripple in the shy twilight 


My yesterdays rest at a faraway shore 


The fairy tales of polka dotted days 


and crayon filled pages of starlit nights 
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As | walk; they recede furthermore 


Forgotten lyrics of an oft hummed tune 
quilted dreams stashed away from sight 


My yesterdays rest at a faraway shore 


Some russet marks of a fallen promise 
paling through years, do not stir or incite 


As | walk; they recede furthermore 


The moth eaten pages of my old dairy 
gather dust in some corner of the attic 
My yesterdays rest at a faraway shore 


As | walk; they recede furthermore 
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Mallika Bhaumik: The poet had been a student of literature 
and did her masters in English Literature from the 
University of Calcutta. She is passionate about writing and 
many of her poems and stories have been published in 
National and International anthologies, well known 
magazines. She is an event planner by profession and is 
fond of music, travelling and cooking. She lives with her 
husband and sons in Kolkata and is a proud Kolkatan. 
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THE NIGHT HAS A THOUSAND EYES 
The dark haunting night, 

Looks at me from behind 

The heavy sheet of darkness, 

| shiver, try to hide 

As she spies 

With those thousand eyes 

That shine and shimmer, 

Twinkle and glimmer, 


And wink at me when | blush 
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Surrounded by all his thoughts, 

They gaze and peer 

When | try to read those words so dear 
Inked on the perfumed sheet, 

They hover around in a fleet 

And naughtily smile 

As | look up at them for a while; 

The night knows it all, 

My expressions 

And emotions, 

My tears, my joys, 

All the innocent heart's ploys, 

She is a keeper of all my secrets, 

A partner in crime, 

For she stays a quiet witness 

To all my silly, animated exuberance, 
Anxiety and trepidations, 


Hide how much | may want to, 
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Keep my secrets from her, 
She stays forever apprised, 


For the night has a thousand eyes! 





Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counselor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
"THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS". She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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BEING A MOTHER 

Being a mother 

is just a job like any other. 

That’s how all see this as. 

How much pain and perseverance 
goes, to be a perfect mum. 

Only a mother knows all about. 


Yet, she never complains. 


A newborn cries all the time. 
Pampering her child. 
Dealing efficiently. 


Endless sleepless nights. 
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Trying hard to cope. 
With life’s newer responsibilities. 


But, she never complains. 


Finishing her chores. 
Running around the house. 
Playing with her kids. 
Laughing with them. 
Crying with them. 

Getting tired profusely. 


Yet, she never complains. 


Teaching them. 
Guiding them. 
Polishes her child. 
Meeting all ends. 


Running errands. 
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Still gets blabbered at, 


She never complains. 


Children grown-up now. 

She did her best. 

In shaping their lives. 

To be better human beings. 

Still, gets looked down upon. 
Trying hard to comprehend. 

When did she defaulted? 

As she falters. 

She never complains 


She never complains. 
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Madhu Jaiswal: She is a bilingual poet born and based in 
Kolkata. She is a homemaker who finds passion in writing 
and sharing smiles. Madhu is published frequently in web 
magazines and anthologies. A compassionate and a friendly 
person, that believes humanity is the best policy on earth. 
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HARVEST MOON 
My face becomes the harvest moon. 
| have not reached my winter yet, 


though autumn is peeking through. 


No deep crevasses, 

just tiny, spidery lines; 

my Great-Grandmother's handwriting 
lightly etching a message, 


which | will heed. 


Live each day fully, 


for they pass quickly. 
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And as we age, 
invisible fingers 
thumb through the calendar pages 


faster each year. 


Message received. 





Linda Imbler: She is the author of the published poetry 
collections “Big Questions, Little Sleep,” “Lost and Found,” 
and “The Sea’s Secret Song.” She is a Kansas-based 
Pushcart Prize Nominee. Her work has been published in 
numerous national and international journals. Linda is an 
avid reader, classical guitar player, and a practitioner of 
both Yoga and Tai Chi. In, addition, she helps her husband, 
a Luthier, build classical and acoustic guitars. 


167 





REJOICE 

If you still 

Have sight 

And you can see 


Whether it's day or night 


Rejoice 

If you're still able 
To walk 

And also smell 


Hear and talk 
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Rejoice 

If you have 

A roof over your head 
And fall asleep at night 


On your own bed 


Rejoice 

If you have something 
To drink and eat 

And if you can 


Write and read 


Rejoice 

If you still 

Have a mum and dad 
Many out there 


Never had 


169 


Rejoice 

When things 

Are tough and rough 
And can testify 


Of all of the above 


Be still and listen 
To that sweet soft voice 
When it's asking you 


To rejoice 


Ladies, gentlemen 
Girls and boys 
Again | say 


Rejoice 
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Leroy Abrahams: Leroy is a poet who lives in South Africa, 
Port Elizabeth, Helenvale. He is currently working for the 
church, Victory Ministries International and also volunteers 
and enjoys hospital visits because there he prays for the 
sick and encourages them. Most of his poems are 
autobiographical and serve as a warning to the young and 
Christians who are facing tough times. Verse en Inspirasie is 
his first anthology. 
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A CRANKY POET’S CHAMBER 

a Kiran Zehra Komail Poem 

The pencil shavings are lying on the desk 
Some papers not in order and a yellow cheque 
The ink all blotted and the dry pen got no cap 
The compass lies uncared for over an old map 


The curtains aren’t pulled and the candle must have burned 
on 


The gramophone looks paused while playing some very old 
song 
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The dust over the desk is fairly high 

Heavy cobwebs have given the room a dull sky 

There’s an oil paint on canvas hung on a wall 

Its huge, dusty and the edges about to fall 

A rat occasionally strolls by the broken couch 

On the tea table is a tarnished, worn out pouch 

From it blinks some pennies and a ring of gold 

Some books beside it an envelope yet to fold 

There is a door that’s opened and some mumbling heard 
| look outside to find the old poet with the long grey beard 
He doesn’t like visitors so he throws me a stare 

| smile in all politeness, quivering “That’s not fair.” 


“You frightened the crow away, it was telling me about his 
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day. 
“What's your business here? Why can’t you all stay away?” 


As sour as vinegar he was. But his poems as enticing as 
vine. 


He had no love for tidiness and never looked too fine. 


If | roughshod the poet, | would never get to read 
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His rudeness | shall bear because his words | need. 

So, | smile like a dunce and say a thing or two very sweet 
But he shows me the door saying “| have a crow to meet.” 
Little do | understand why the man’s so jumbled and alone. 


But for his rudeness | have no mercy his head | wish to 
stone. 


Yet | shall return tomorrow to steal words from his 
manuscript 


And read it at the poets meet in the evening holding a 
candlelit. 
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Kiran Zehra Komail: She is a poet living in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She works for Rotary News as the Sub 
Editor of the English and Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet 
and people to her are intriguing. Her poems and sketches 
are her theorem — simple yet deep and humble. 
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THE LONELINESS OF AN UNKICKED FOOTBALL! :) 
Shakil’s Cousins and their Sunday Beach Football 


(The Best New Year Experience | Ever Had) 


When | was a kid, the boys of my extended family 
(Chirakkal Kovilakam in Kannur, Kerala) living in about a 
dozen houses around the big bathing tank or swimming 
pool called Chirakkal Chira played football every evening on 
a ground nestling among the houses, hardly big enough for 
sevens football or just adequate for futsal! | started off as a 
goalie when | was 10 or 11, and went on to become a 
forward because | was too weak and lanky for defence! We 
would also play occasional friendly matches with other 
impoverished football teams in the village, who had post- 
harvest paddy fields or open spaces near the rail track as 
their home grounds. 
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The family football tradition, which started in late 1950s, 
ended in mid 1970s. | was the last captain of the family 
club, ashame | could never live down! 


As the morning sun bathed the Muzhappilangad beach in 
Kannur district in its winter glow on the new year day of 
2017, 1 played perhaps my last football match, thanks to my 
dear friend Shakil Ahammed and his cousins, with Chitra as 
the sole spectator! | was Shakil's goalie, the position in 
which | began playing about 50 years ago. | let in two goals, 
faced three corner kicks, two free kicks from just outside 
the penalty box and saved a few direct hits from young 
menacing forwards wearing jerseys 7 and 10 :) 


We won 4-2 with Shakil scoring his and the the family 
football group's first goal of 2017, an honour that sits lightly 
on this young footballer in his forties! 


Chitra and | met Shakil, a warm affable IAS officer, and his 
charming wife Zafeera in 1997 in Shillong, where | was 
posted as the head of SBI main branch. We would often 
play football on the golf course, and go on long walks in 
and around picturesque Shillong. Our 10 and 12 year old 
sons picked up their football skills from Shakil. The younger 
fellow, working in Sydney, continues to play football on 
weekends. 
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Shakil's extended family in Kannur have been carrying on 
their football tradition much better than what | could 
dream of. It's a 30 year old tradition they keep alive by 
playing football on Sunday mornings at the beautiful 
Muzhappilangad beach. The cousins aged between 17 and 
53, mostly living in Kannur and Kozhikode and some as far 
away as Ernakulam (200 km away), wouldn't miss their 
Sunday football. Those like currently Delhi based Shakil on 
a brief holiday would reckon this game of football as 
important as the wedding or the family function for which 
they came all the way. Their wives and girlfriends are 
resigned to their vanishing act and the sight of an empty 
other half of the bed when they wake up on lazy Sunday 
mornings! 


A few years ago, one of Shakil's cousins had his nikah 
scheduled for a Sunday evening. There was no way he 
would miss the morning beach football. He played a good 
game, fractured his leg and had his nikah in the evening, 
saying "kabool" in the comfort of a wheel chair, egged on 
by his cheering football cousins! This time it was Shakil's 
turn to tear his calf ligament. He flew back to Delhi early 
next morning in pain and limping! 


It's a remarkable family football tradition Shakil and his 
cousins have managed to keep alive for 30 years and still 
kicking. Chitra and | have known Shakil, Zafeera and his 
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younger brother Faisal for long, but we were meeting their 
energetic soccer-crazy cousins for the first time. To meet 
them on the 3 km long Muzhappilangad beach over football 
is the best beginning to a new year we ever had. 


After the match we jumped into the sea because a beach 
football has to end in a swim in the sea! It's a throwback to 
my boyhood days, when we used to swim in Chirakkal Chira 
after our family football match! 


Refreshed by the swim in the sea we had a breakfast of 
puttu, appam, fish fry and fish curry washed down with 
‘'samovar' tea at the ramshackle eatery run by Sarojechi 
(Saroja addressed affectionately as Saroja badi behen) 
under a thatched roof on the beach - a poor man's version 
of the famous Goa beach shack. Saroja waits with her best 
breakfast spread for Shakil's cousins every Sunday morning! 
The football cousins are like family for Sarojechi. They help 
her and her daughter in the kitchen and in serving. 


The previous night, Chitra and | were with Shakil, Zafeera 
and Faisal at her house in Kozhikode in a large family 
gathering to celebrate the nikah of her niece and to 
welcome the new year with songs and dances by family 
members. The session wound up at 2 a.m. And by 6 a.m. 
we were driving to Muzhappilangad beach (80 km north of 
Kozhikode and 10 km south of Kannur). We salute the spirit 
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of camaraderie of Shakil, his brother Faisal and their 
indomitable cousins — with Zakheer Gvr, Zafeera Shakil, 
Rashieda Safi, Shakil Ahammed, Muhammed Faisal, Aditya 
Varma, Chitra Varma, Terese Devasahayam and Anirudha 
Varma at Muzhupilagad Driving Beach, Kannur 





Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, _ rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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TIDE OF SADNESS 

| seek the visions of light and stellar gladness 
then cast the shadows of ornamental novelty. 
moved by the oceans of perpetual sadness 

a rising and falling of a tidal lunar philosophy 
You dance through life as strife seems abated 
wiping all tears and the fears of the breathless 
thunderous rumbles from an icy past deflated. 
death speaks of the weak to spirits so restless 
Speaking in riddles or rhyming eclectic prattle 
just try to voice the truth to the youth of today 


fleece your coin from those whom never tattle 
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pack all your hate in trunks and then run away 
squeezing off shots at the innocent with rattles 


to rage another way, prayer forgives the unholy. 





Ken Allan Dronsfield: He is a disabled veteran, poet and 
fabulist who is a three-time Pushcart Prize and Best of the 
Net Nominee for 2016-2017. His work has been published 
world-wide in various publication venues. Ken loves writing, 
art, late evening thunderstorms, walking in the woods at 
night during a full moon and spending time relaxing. 
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| suggest the temperament 
which runs 
forth with a dove: 


A wildabeast cloved and dour 
snatches the wings 


and the breath 
from nostrils 
sink into my gnome 


Putrid clarity | assume 


as might patches it's soft 
star's stopped constellations 
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Wrong loves dance behind my 
shield 


and drunken supposition 
slip by my wet lips. 


| have wronged so 
many, put things into 
the wrong hands 


and extinguished a many 
good joust. crushed the 
dim butterfly. 


The direction of many 
things stop before any elucidation 


The stars pause at the atmosphere 
web, | catch empty bulb before 
their 

mon 

Action 
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And the opening succor when | blink 
yet 


The whirling whole conglomerate 
slopes and utility of man 

the flavors which reach 

new-ness and antiquity 
compliment the aromas 


which strike memory hard 
as my feet upon my walk 


contentment flutters by the grid-iron 
and traffic, wraps around the 
warmest havens 


and briefly enjoys the coldest drags 
of infertility and reprove. 


the dove cannot always be bringing, it must search 


travel and not as one 
has suggested. 
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Joseph Elenbaas: | am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 
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SKYWARD 

Another hot day at 
the playground filled 
with shrieks from kids 


tumbling down slides. 


Shouting boys hop on and 


off the whirling carousel 


as girls sing songs to 
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double dutch jump rope. 
Waiting for my chance 
on the swing. Finally 
one is free as | clutch 


the metallic link chains. 


| pump myself up 
pushing pass trees, 
feeling cool breezes 


brush over me. 


All the noise is far below 
as | rush towards 
blue skies. My feet are 


walking on clouds now. 
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Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 
literary magazines such as Seven Circle Press, Dinner with 
the Muse, etc. Her latest title is Having Lunch with the Sky 
and she has four e-books. She has been nominated three 
times for Best of the Net. 
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VOICELESS WHISPERS 
His screams are silenced 
by the flames that burn 
no one can hear them 
his soul is adjourned 

no body will listen 

he is labeled a freak 

he is invisible 

he is a creep 

his tongue is split 


right down the middle 
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a tragic symphony 


led by the devils fiddle. 


His voiceless whispers 

can only be heard by his ears 
no one pays attention 

as he trembles in fear 

his voiceless whispers 

are lost in the dark 

his screams now silenced 
frozen in the art 

paralyzed by the stroke 

of each of the brushes bristles 
torn by the thorns 


in his voiceless whispers. 


A silenced scream has vanished 


his tongue begins to swell 
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he could never see himself 
anywhere else but hell 

As the flames burn violent 
his eyes begin to sink 

he remains silent 

his mind can no longer think 
on the final brink 


of insanity. 


His voiceless whispers 

can only be heard by his ears 
no one pays attention 

as he trembles in fear 

his voiceless whispers 

are lost in the dark 

his screams now silenced 
frozen in the art 


paralyzed by the stroke 
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of each of the brushes bristles 
torn by the thorns 


in his voiceless whispers. 


His screams now silenced 
frozen in the art 

paralyzed by the strokes 

of what’s left of his heart 
each of the brushes bristles 
leave him torn by the thorns 
his voiceless whispers 


leave him scorned. 


His voiceless whispers 
can only be heard by his ears 
no one pays attention 
as he trembles in fear 


his voiceless whispers 
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are lost in the dark 

his screams now silenced 
frozen in the art 

paralyzed by the stroke 

of each of the brushes bristles 
torn by the thorns 


in his voiceless whispers. 


His tongue is split 
right down the middle 
a tragic symphony 


led by The Devils fiddle. 
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Jeffrey Oliver: | am a poet/lyricist, currently living in 
upstate New York. | have been writing for 20 years, | write 
my heart, soul and emotions and will never give up on this 
crazy dream of mine. | have been told that | have a 
captivating style when my work is registered in the minds 
of many. | am also a family man, | have a wonderful wife, 
who is my inspiration, as well as 7 beautiful children. 
Welcome to my mind. 
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THEE MY SLEEP, TOO DEEP! 
Thee my sleep, 
Too deep, 


Makes me forget everything! 


All my tensions and apprehensions 

Are vanished, 

When thee rock thy craddle 

A beautiful sensation emerges 

A state of tranquility and transparency develops, 


A state of oneness with the world 
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Liveliness of dreams 


Sanguine and free! 


Music and magic, 
All in one place, 

A voyage to trace, 
Seclusion to make, 
Thee- the one, 


| love the most! 


Thee my sleep, 


Too deep, 


Makes me forget everything! 
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Jayant Singhal: A voracious reader and an enraptured 
author, Jayant Singhal, under the animated pseudonym of 
‘Saaransh’. He is currently writing a Facebook page, "Aroma 
- The Essence of Life". Dazzling through the twists and turns 
of this beautiful voyage, commonly known as ‘Life’, he is en 
route to the bewitching nature of happiness and peace. 
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MY SISTER'S NEW KAYAK 

Your kayak is a summer flower 
With petals of magenta and white 
Lovelier than the lotus pink 
Floating on Huron bright. 

| laugh that people have cars 
Gleaming like the moon, 

Over which they gloat -- 

While you and | only have 


A pretty little boat. 


199 


A shining magenta star 
Dreaming away on the river far 
With you wielding the oars 

For yourself to raise the bar! 

| laugh that people have houses 
Seeing which neighbors swoon 
Over which they gloat -- 

While you and | only have 


A pretty little boat. 
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Jagari Mukherjee: She is an award-winning bilingual poet, 
writer and critic from Kolkata, India. She is a gold medallist 
in English Literature from University of Pune. Her writings 
have appeared in several international newspapers, 
magazines, anthologies and blogs. Her first book, a 
collection of poems entitled Blue Rose, was published in 
May 2017 by Bhashalipi. Jagari works as a freelance content 
writer. 
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MEMORIES 
A bundle of Memories 


And hopes--- Human being. 


Travelling down memory lane -- 
A flashback, re-wind of 
One's experiences--- Collage 


Of Moments, people and places. 


Memories — Sweet, 


Pleasant, not so pleasant, 


Nostalgic, emotional, etc. — 
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Dependent on experience of 
Moments, incidents and events. 
One's capacity to retrieve, 
Remember, relive, replay 

The past, distance past varies — 


Individual to individual. 


Vivid, vague, blurred 

Memories — some in 

Colour, some in black and white — 
Depends on how intense 

Were they etched in one's mind. 
Let's live the present — 

Enjoy the moments — 

Live life to the fullest, experience 
Without prejudices, grudges — 
Memorable moments 


In future. 
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Jagadish Prasad: | am _ writer residing in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. | am an HR- and = Media 
consultant/Resource Person and also a partner in an 
HR/Talent Resources consultancy company. | have 
contributed poems to the annual magazine of Chennai 
poets circle, Chennai. | have also contributed prose and 
poetry to the in-house magazine of IOB (lobian). 
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YOUR LOVE ALONE... 
It was nothing 

But your love alone... 
Which unravelled that beauteous 
Regime for me 

To reign... 

To revolt... 

As per 

My choice, 

Devoid of armour 

To quench my valour... 


To mould me that soul... 
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Where your devotion do succor 
That was your love... 
Your love alone, 

Which metamorphosed 
My arid land 

This fertile, 

Bringing sprouts forth 
By your merciful rain 
Seeping deep 

Into my lifeless Earth, 
Ripefully yielding those 
Three flowers fair 
Much likened to thy 
Ethereal charm... 

It was nothing 


But your love alone... 


206 





Haneefa C.A.: | would like to be a poet. | work as an English 
Teacher (HSST) Government Higher Secondary School, 
Kattilangadi, Tanur, Malappuram, Kerala, India. | have not 
published my poems till the date, but post them in my FB 
account. 
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WAITING 

endless sunrises and sunsets 
vanquished by time 

i have waited 

for the beginning of everything 

the beginning of you and | 

the beginning of love that truly lasts 
i have stayed , when other have left 
i have waited and watched 

a thousand sunrises 

dripping with liquid gold 

soaring from the depths 


of the distant ocean 
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a gleaming ball of fire 


illuminating the sky crimson 


many nights fled with broken promises 
of undying love 

how many times have i not grappled 
with the sunrise 

when dusk raised the veil 

| prayed for the moon 

to bring me countless stars 

to flood the nights skies 

to fill my chalice 

make it overflow 


with the scent of your aroma 


tonight like the phases of the moon 


you emerge from your armour 


i watch your moments, subtle as the night 
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i hear your words healing the waiting 
the glint in your eyes 

makes them gleam like dew drops 
lam not sure 


if its tears that are making your eyes glisten like the waves 
of the ocean 


i hold my breath 

waiting for the moment of truth 
you step close to me, you tilt your chin 
your lips tremble 

i take you hand our bodies move 
in a slow dance 

tonight iam yours forever 

you inmy arms 

our breaths whispering 

our hearts trading heartbeats 
the tenderness of soft kisses 


pledges the waiting is over. 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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EROTICA 

Darkness merging with light 
The blue opalescence of fear 
Giving way to crimson blush... 
Droplets of perspiration 

On velvet soft skin... 

Swirling skirts 


And sidelong glances. 


The comforting warmth 


Of cupped palms 


Fingers in feather-light strokes 
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On strands....... skimming curved surfaces. 
A thousand ripples 


Of electrified response... 


All is still 

In heated response 

Beating down, cruel and crushing 
Draining, draining..... 

Not a thought left 


In those heated senses. 


Flying Home, 

A descending peace 

A settling down 

In the crook of the arm 
In an aftermath 


Of complete satisfaction. 
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The continuity 

Of dreamless darkness 
Where two souls 
Merge as one 


Neverendingly 


In ecstasy... 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer currently residing in 
Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and Publisher 
of the Monthly Online Prose and Poetry magazine, 
‘“GloMag’ and is the administrator of the group of the same 
name on Facebook. She is a language editor and quality 
analyst by profession. 
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A STACKED DECK 
Wanna play cards, 
Guy? 

Ya don’ touch ma 
Ass 

Queen’s hi, 

She done take drugs 
Jack’s ma name 
Realle 

Royale 


Like Leroy, 
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He’s de knave 

In de pack 

(O’ wolves) 

But the joker 

Takes all 

Them’s on’y two 

The deuce is mighty Lo’ 
He’s Zeus 

Good for misere 

Ten’s kinda independent 
But it’s the King 

That rules the lot 


Yeah, Daddy-O! 
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Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New 
World dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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THE FEEL 

It’s a feel so endearing, like the warm embrace 

of motherhood that knows the shortcomings of a child, 
It feels like the first sun ray stroking the end of winter, 


Where earth has an eiderdown of hibernation called 
snowflakes. 


It feels like a flower which realized that it’s body is about 
petals 
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Opening up to existence abloom, excusing itself for its 
slumber, 


By leaving its heady fragrance wafting in the spring 
rebellion 


Where colors banter like mannequins waiting to strut the 
ramp! 


It feels like a song suddenly surfacing, 
And lyrics magically fitting into a puzzle, 


Long forgotten with an overflow of the rush of too many 
choices, 


It feels like serendipity waiting to surprise eyes as tears 
flow 


Of having found a lost trinket, or an address, or phone 
number, 


Of someone wanted back in life, 
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It feels like relief after letting go of something only to 
realize that love is still there, 


And that proximity is not the criteria for permanence. 


It feels like the first viewing of the full moon 


By a child who is yet to articulate, wondering what this light 
is about, 


making it laugh and cry simultaneously! 


It feels like a poem accidentally read, 
As if every line was meant for that reader, 


Prompting him or her to do the next best thing. 


It all feels like a feel coming from a touch, 
A kiss, a hug, a glance, a beginning, an end 


Pervading the being that life is so worth the feels of 
everything! 
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Geethanjali Dilip: | am a poet residing in Salem, India. | 
work as French Teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published two poetry anthologies. 
Recipient of the Reuel International Poetry Award 2017. 
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Spaces expand, clash, fight, 
Still | search, constantly, 
Stare at those street dogs, 
Marking territory, barking words, 
Attacking, anger on display, 
Flashing teeth, ready to sink into flesh 
Oozing blood, breaking veins, 
This everyday regular uncontrolled ritual, 


Habit of cruelty. 


| still search for spaces, as they vanish, 


Leaving seats, windows, rooms, 
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Moving on time, in circles, 


Waiting to get filled. 


A story on water and sand. 


Waves. 


Again and again and again. 





Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 
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WAKE UP 

Rise with new strength at every sunrise 
Listen to the beats of your profound heart 
Let your lips sing sweet new syllables 


That you forget very often in the hustle-bustle 


Admire the sunset, look for a new dawn 

Defeat all darkness that thwarts the light in your route 
Listen to the choir of birds 

Glance at the buds smiling 


at the prospect of youth 
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Embrace the blue firmament 
Beneath it we all breathe 
Broaden your horizon 

Love and forgive all 

Mend your stabbed senses 


Esteem your hidden powers 


Nature eulogize all her rides 
Seasonal pain and pleasures 
Be a symphony of nature and move forward 


Wear the sunshine, dance in the shower of joy! 


225 





Gayatree G Lahon: She is a poetess from the beautiful state 
of Assam. She is a teacher by profession. Her passion for 
poetry arises from her love of nature and the beauty of life. 
Being a true aesthete she tries to reflect those elements in 
her writings. Her poems have been published in many 
national and international magazines, web journals and 
anthologies . 
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The woman who sells extra-long blue pens at the signal 
seems 


To know me so well 

Just the other day 

When | was feeling extra blue 

She got a red pen from her bag, pierced my eyes 
And poured the red ink in 


Now it seems she only sells extra-long red pens at the 
signal 


And | don't feel blue at all 


| don't even see blue 
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Gauri Dixit: She is a software professional from Pune, India. 
She is an avid reader and regularly writes in poetry groups 
on Facebook. Her poems have been published in multiple 
anthologies. Her poems were featured in the Poet's Corner 
for the E-zine 'Mind Creative’ published from Syndey 
Australia and Learning and Creativity e magazine. 
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THE JACK 

He never gave her happiness. 

He never appreciated that she was his little soldier 
He never approved her loyalty or her trust in him 


Just when there was a glimpse of happiness 
He would snatch it away... 
faster and faster with each growing moment 


Yet she still thought the world of him 
He was brilliant 
Not for his book knowledge 


Not for his education 
But for his skills. 
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Yes... A real Jack of all trades 

She has learnt to live with that 

and so much more 

yet it still hurts with every beat of her crying heart 


No one sees it but her 
No one hears it but her 


A struggle only she knew 


He never understood her independent nature 
He never accepted her strong personality 


He was afraid... maybe even a little scared...that 


She... was exactly like him! 
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Fathima Zara Khan: | am 29 years old. Scorpion by nature, 
Poet by pain, Lawyer by profession...Lover of life by choice! 
| started writing when my tears stopped flowing about life's 
trials and tribulations. It's an escape and my own personal 
survival guide. 
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PLACID BLUES 

As the appalling ocean transcends 

The sky splits up to release the coral clouds 
zooming kinectly past the sloppy yacht 

| follow the silent rhythm of the seabed 

To match up the compass of wheel above 

| glide swifter than normal 

anticipating a storm or bad weather 

But the sheer blanket of universal white 
the cotton shrubs of the sky 


and the frothy mist of the waves 
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Make the beasty blue waters 


Look like a splurge of the heavens and earth 


decked with veils, crowns and linens. 





Elvira Lobo: She is an avid blogger and has penned her 
debut "It’s My Life - A poetic journey from No one to 
Someone" and recent The Revelation as an author. She is 
a keen enthusiast and a budding poet who paints an empty 
canvas with her verses that nudge your very heartstrings. 
She has many of her works published both at the national 
and international level in different anthologies. 
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AS ONCE DID 
From every alley 


the Magnetic People attracted. 


Then death 


was born more often than life. 


Our God, who is in us, 


let us live to see tomorrow. 


Do not take away the future. 


234 


Onto the bomb craters 
poured down a rain of tears. 
Some lasted 


until the uncertain tomorrow. 


The Magnetic attracted, 
as once did 


the Crucified. 


Translated by Artur Komoter 





Eliza Segiet: Author of the Month (June 2017) in The Year 
of the Poet 14 in the USA. Author's poem "Questions" was 
the Publication of the Month (August 2017). International 
Publication of the Year (2017) in Spillwords Press. Laureate 
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of the International Special Prize "Frang Bardhi — 2017". 
Author of The Month of January/February 2018 in 
Spillwords Press. Author's works can be found in 
anthologies and literary magazines in Poland and abroad. 
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POONTANG JUBILEE: THE OBJECT OF OUR INTERCOURSE 
This diet of salsa and meringue 

weds ricochet to boomerang, 

wrecking ball to rocking chair. 

Arquebus quells harlequin 

as balsa envies the hickory 

and will urges the unwilling. 

Where cutter’s bow ignores the buoy. 

Like orangutans with the palsey 


We do that salsa and merengue. 
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Duane Vorhees: After teaching for the University of 
Maryland University College in Korea and Japan for 
decades, Duane Vorhees retired to Thailand before 
returning to his native Farmersville, Ohio, in the US. He is 
currently rehearsing for a local charity comedy and is the 
proprietor of duanespoetree.blogspot.com, a daily e-zine 
devoted to the creative arts. 
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THE DREAM*EL SUENO 


Whispers in Shadows — Faint voices echoing in the night 
creating waves of prophetic melodic utterances warning of 
mankind’s missed opportunities of — reconciliation 
forgiveness acceptance of the uniqueness of each 
individual inhabiting this oxygenated life-giving planet 
witness to regrettable horrific wars annihilation of 
countless souls seemingly seeking answers from fiery 
insistent questions never offered satisfactory attempted 
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answers — Hark the eager false lark offering seemingly 
sweet nothings just to avoid the void of eternal damnation 
of a human race global nation struggling to co-exist failing 
to prevent falling into the obvious abyss of discontent the 
darkening lament failing to provide a hopeful glimpse of 
honest genuine attempts to mend healing the gaping 
expanding wounds of self-doubt and mankind’s inability to 
find common ground amidst a swirling darkening ominous 
cloud of mistrust suspicion confusion even hallucinations of 
end game explosions releasing toxic fallout shortening our 
existence in a blinding flashing final burst of nuclear fission 
twisted vision our failed mission- Silence deafening... 


Visions — Fleeting murky flashes of dehumanised existence 
devoid of sense even a complete lack of any faith just 
inbred hate for some no clear knowledge of the hollow of 
their souls dry as bone from eons of strife and inner cries 
unknown their once human essence flown like vultures 
after generations of feeding on turmoil boiled emotions the 
cauldron of heated hatred exploding from widening geysers 
willingly sucking in the surface maelstrom of 
disorganisation fiery frustration withering emotions horrific 
contortions lack of a shared humanity long forgotten whilst 
the hounds of hell are baying in the distance preparing for 
their long awaited rotten feast eagerly prepared by those 
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who chose to revolt disobey argue fight insult disrespect 
neglect and ultimately offering themselves to any force 
willing to enforce a new tyranny spitting out the bone 
splinters of a once healing global nation... 


The Message — A voice a voice! It started as a low hum 
amongst the carnage but those of us who have survived 
and somehow escaped the damnation feast could hear it 
even as our very essence withered drier than the oldest 
sand of an ancient desert — As we gathered to make sense 
of a somehow unfamiliar familiar voice our attention was 
drawn to a tree which stood anchored to its strong roots... 
“Unite once again even after the acid rain has wiped out 
most of what you were, find within the moral compass you 
were born with a gift you scorched and ravished but can be 
used again- protect it, treasure it — Now go...” 
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Don Beukes: He is the author of ‘The Salamander 
Chronicles', his debut poetry collection published by 
Creative Talents Unleashed. Originally from Cape Town 
South Africa, he is a retired teacher of English and 
Geography and taught in both South Africa and the UK. He 
has collaborated with artists from South Africa, the UK and 
America as part of his Ekphrastic poetry collection and his 
poems have been anthologized in various publications. His 
poetry has also been translated into Afrikaans, Farsi and 
Albanian. 


Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with 100+ 
journals selecting his poetry, short stories, essays or art 
photography.Two poetry books ‘Journey To Become 
Forgotten’ (Kind of a Hurricane Press).and ‘Abandoned’ 
(ScarsTv) have been published. Carl is the art editor for 
Minute Magazine, a dedicated runner and 2nddegree 
black- belt in Taekwondo. 
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UNSPOKEN 

Amidst the procession of life around you 
A few words, unspoken, remained hidden 
Forever, never to be spoken. 

The unlimited journeys we had planned, 
The trips around the old city, 

To discover the relics of the past, 

To experience the moments, 

To soak in the ambience, to wonder, 

How people lived, what they did and why, 
Trivial, unimportant details, 


To give us immense joy, 
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Remained unfulfilled, 

While you lied in silence, 

Amidst the procession of life around you. 

The old heritage buildings, 

The serpentine lanes ending nowhere, 

The dilapidated temple, 

A hundred year old banyan tree growing through it, 
The clay idols at the artisan’s workshops, 

The roadside eateries selling traditional Bengali savouries, 
All stood in silence, 

As the hearse carrying your motionless body, 

Made its way to your final destination. 

The few words, unspoken, 

Remained hidden, forever, 


Never to be spoken. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: | am only a part-time poet residing in the 
city of joy, Kolkata, India. | work as a senior executive in the 
education sector. | love writing but | am yet to publish any 
work except my poems in Glomag. | am an ever optimistic 
person in spite of the many battles that | lost and some that 
| won. | am working on the first book of mine on humanity 
and the world that | have seen so far. 
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SEVEN WONDERS 

| stood by the window pane and wondered 
how is my Almighty Great! 

He enslaved seven wonders 

They all entice me! 

Seven rattling oceans 

They tune to my heart 

The angelic me always dream 

Of hopping on their rhythm of liason! 
The seven magnificent continents 

O' My Dearie 


Only if | were observers to cross them! 
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But My Divine Being 
In all these seven births 
| would serve You as your bonservant 


If only | get to enclose those seven steps with her! 





Devayani Deshmukh: She is pursuing a master's degree in 
computer science in the USA. She is highly interested in 
writing. 
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SKIN 

To be not quite Indian and not quite black, 

To be an ebony, curly-haired ‘Indian’ in an Indian inferno, 
To be the blackest in the family, the blackest in the class, 


To be blacker than most Nguni. 


To be seen by them as a mulatto, as something ‘impure’, as 
something contaminated, 


As something that is a stain on the honour of the light- 
skinned Indians who boast of their white blood, 


As something that needs ‘ethnic cleansing’, 
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To be black in an Indian cauldron. 


To be told that one has the Devil’s colour. 
To be perpetually nervous and stressed, 
To have Open Season on your skin all year round, 


To be the permanent target. 


To be black in an Indian fire, 


To be something the proud, ‘pure’, tea coloured Indians are 
ashamed of. 


To be black-listed, ignored, marginalised and ostracised, 


To be beyond the Indian conscience. 


To be called Kaffir to your face by fair-skinned Indians 
who desperately 


try to prove that they are not related to you... 


To be seen as an unpleasantness, as an entity less than 
noble or human. 


To never quite fit in, to never really be accepted. 
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To see the resentment in the eyes, the anger, the fury, the 
rejection, 


To be told by ‘pure’, honorary white Indians that one is 
neither ‘Indian’, 


nor Indian enough to be included in an anthology of 
‘vintage’ South African Indian writing. 


To be always picked on, 

To see them exult in your humiliation. 

To have your protective, divinely endowed melanin 
turned by them into a shroud. 

To be mocked and derided by the ubermenschen Indians 


To be rejected, eviscerated, masticated, incinerated, and 
spat out. 


To be BLACK. 
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Deena Padayachee: | am an Author and Poet, residing in 
Durban, South Africa. | work as a physician. | have 
contributed to various international and South African 
anthologies. Three of my books have been published. | have 
been awarded the Olive Schreiner prize for prose by the 
English academy of Southern Africa. 
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EMILY AS HISTORY THROBS FOR A HERO 
| have lusted 
for Emily 


to not leave me. 


Not leaving me 
is one of my biggest 


turn-ons. 


She’s never left. 


Her seduction 


devastates me. 
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Darren C. Demaree: He is the author of five poetry 
collections, most recently “The Nineteen Steps Between 
Us” (2016, After the Pause Press). He is the Managing 
Editor of the Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird 
Poetry. He is currently living in Columbus, Ohio with his 
wife and children. 
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(De Culla) -Isabelle’s Pic 


SUMMER WINE 


"Days of May, days of misfortune; 


it's not morning yet, but it is dark night " 
Diego Velazquez hummed 


Making outrageous noises 


Frightening people 
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Striding about more drunk than a vat. 
Nonetheless 

He could be seen in gait with plumes 
Dressed up as if in a vague fantasy. 
Leaning on a lamppost 

Nibbling a red rose, he sang 

Quite badly, actually 

The Natalia Avelon and Ville Valo song: 
"Summer Wine". 

When he finished this song 

He relieved his bladder into a puddle 
Without noticing that a villain 
Dressed as a policeman 

Came near him 

Asking him angrily: 

"What are you doing? 

Don’t you know that 


Its is going to cost you money?" 
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He replied in a drunken lisp 
Without wavering an inch: 
"Noble Justice 


Where a donkey does his business 


| do so”. 





Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director 
of the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He’s 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 
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EVAPORATED 

| shrank my quiet 

into the size of a pea 

and threw it in the cauldron 
of restrained hidden emotions 
My anger, obsessions, compulsions 
and negative self-confidence 

| let it cook and boil, 
poisonous fumes transformed 
into steam, evaporation 
Silence ... 


clear, purified air. 
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On the bottom of the copper kettle 
lies asole pea 

Swollen by absorption, 

inviting me to swallow 


| found my peace again 





Daginne Aignend: Pseudonym for the Dutch poetess and 
photographic artist Inge Wesdijk. Daginne posted some of 
her poems her fun project website www.daginne.com. 
She's the co-editor of Degenerate Literature, a poetry, flash 
fiction, Arts E-zine. She has been published in several 
Poetry Review Magazines, in the anthologies 'Where Are 
You From?’ and ‘Dandelion in a Vase of Roses’. 
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AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY 

A far-off island full of fog and rain, 

Where the English live whom | must convert, 
Must give them the Gospel, its truths explain, 
And from their woodland idols must divert. 

To follow Christ | must leave all behind, 

The life and people | know so well, 

To proclaim Christ with all heart, soul and mind, 
To make his kingdom in those kingdoms dwell. 


Savages have souls too, believes our Pope, 
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And we must save them, crossing distant shores 

To bitter blood-stained tribes who need our hope, 
Whose broken-bone bought land needs divine laws. 
God loves them and for his sake so must I, 


As | prepare to sound his battle cry. 





Christopher Villiers: | am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master’s degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little 
poems! You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook 
page. 
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There is pain in this country 
your Lordships 
leaders, ministers, 
poor are still hungry 
the dalit is still outcast 
farmers still hang 
MINORS ARE RAPED 
RAPISTS PROTEST 
there is anger, anguish 
you fight for power 
we fight for survival 


daily 
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weekly 

monthly 

for water 

ration 

dignity 

self respect 

jobs 

daily we are raped 

our values -victims 

we shudder in shame 

hide our face 

please give us our dignity back 
our simplicity 

honor 

please give us our dreams and hopes 
we live in fear in hopelessness 
give us Courage 


give us confidence 
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give us the will to live. 
That is all we ask. 


PLEASE 


WE BEG PLEASE. 





Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. | am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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OFFICE 

Hey hey 

it's office day 

sun or rain 

We come to work everyday 
Every day we meet 
friends and colleagues 
there are treats 

There is fun too at work 
when we go for a stroll 
get wet in the rain 


Are you coming 
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to my office 
boyfriend? 

Little girl you too 

Baby boy you come 

we can sing sometimes 


work sometimes 


and enjoy our office day! 





Bristi Manjima Bandyopadhyay: Hi, I’m from Delhi and like 
penning poetry. | am a content writer and editor by 
profession, a part-time versifier by inclination. Hope you 
enjoy my poem. 
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IMMOVABLE IN LOVE 

The day goes limping out of my home- 
Unsteady on prosthetic legs; 

A momentary delay at the threshold- 
Before darkness comes in, 


Crawling on all fours. 


The cosmos of the wheelchair- 

Pain, the black hole sucks us both in. 
Yet you would light a star, 

And from that hook in the corner- 


Hang a crescent moon, our erratic lantern. 
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There was fire in the hearth, 

In the heart, in the eye, 

In the lips, in every cell; 

A fire that dies leaving no ashes, 

How can the enchanted bird rise- 

Soaring to the galaxy of my departed limbs, 


Reborn as stars? 


The music of planets turns funereal, 


As we kiss and part. 


You are a sigh, reeling homeless in empty space, 
| am in love with you and | dissipate; 

Where have you vanished? 

A phantom limb treads - 

The length and breadth of the space, 


Searching for you. 
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In my room, 

Severed limbs of light- 

Lay scattered on the floor; 
Blood oozes as droplets of dark- 


Till the cosmos drowns in a trickle. 





Bini B.S.: She is currently an academic fellow at Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Human 
Sciences, Gujarat, India. Her articles, poems and 
translations have appeared in Journals and anthologies. She 
is the editor of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic Thought. 
Her poems were part of an anthology of corporeal poems 
titled A Strange Place Other than Earlobes: Five Poets, 
Seventy Voices (Sampark, 2014). 
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She is the winner of the 2016 J. Talbot Winchell award 
presented by the Institute of General Semantics for her 
contributions to the discipline of general semantics, which 
she received in a ceremony in New York on October 21, 
2016. 
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CHAMELEON PRIDE 

| throw myself to a child of new lips 
for pure sound to exist. 

| will sing more poetry my time 

for generations to come 

and those | found that they 

never melted under red sun. 
Dramas that ring untold stories 

of human growth will be told 

by spiritual souls drowning in hope 
until nature mean no more. 

Once a child, once innocent, 

once transparent type 

you grow and be a social crown 
away for family to miss 

but blessed to be an unvaluable 
stature of universe. 

Yesterday | thought of writing 
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no more afraid to sharpen 
my spears. 

No ink rush still 

| remain tasked 


to enrich. 





Bheki BO. Nxumalo: He honed his writing and performing 
skills at FUBA School Of dramatic And Visual Arts, where he 
did speech and drama. His earlier poetry was published in a 
book titled FEDILITIES V. edited by Kobus Moolman. He has 
performed in festivals such as Bosman Weekend Festival, 
Newcastle Winter Festival, Macufe festival to name a few. 
He has graced broadcasting medium like SABC,Y fm and 
Trans Africa radio blowing poetry horn. He is a member of 
Amavukuvuku music band. He also facilitated children story 
telling at Xarra Books. 
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TRILLION PENNIES 
She is prepared 

To take your pain 

If you are scared 

Of the lightning in rain 
She will shade 

Your deepest fear 
Makes it fade 

To disappear 

Your wellbeing 
Always on her mind 
She's surely praying 


For solutions to find 
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To whatever problem 
You are facing 

She'll calm the storm 
When your heart is aching 
A love unconditional 
Will never come 

From anyone else 
Except your mum 

A special species 

You can never pay 
With a trillion pennies 


Back one day 
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Bevan Boggenpoel: He is a poet who lives in in the 
northern areas of Port Elizabeth, South Africa. He is 
currently a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road Primary School. His 
poetry has been published in various anthologies. He 
launched his debut Anthology on 1 December 2016. He is 
also an author at a South African website known as Litnet 
(Literature Network in South Africa). 
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LOVE DOVES 

They dance in the kitchen 
And up and down the hall, 
They dance with the kids ‘n’ 


Up and down the Mall 


When Grandmother sings, children listen, 
Her eyes are crinkles, and her smiles connect. 
When Grandmother speaks, children listen. 


They are birds in her hand, where little beaks peck 
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There’s gotta be a recipe 


To make more love doves quite like these. 


They jig and wiz in- 
And-out and have a ball, 
And you wonder if 


They’re even old at all. 


When Grandmother sings, she tats things that feel frilly, 
She is tough, she is soft, she listens well; 

When she dances with littlies, she is sensibly silly. 

She gives little gifts that make kids feel swell. 

If they’re stung, they get a poultice 

From the youngest to the oldest, 

And all is well 

Why long before this song ends 

They might become your strong friends 


And you'll get a poultice as well 
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She and grandfather 

Love to confer - 

She loves him, 

And he loves her; 

Like love doves billing, 

And love doves cooing, 

As love does 

When it loves what it’s doing, 
When it dances in the kitchen 
And up and down the hall, 
And dances with the kids,'n' 
Up and down the Mall 

And jigs and wizzes 

All out to have a ball; 

As if a love dove is 


Never old at all 
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As if a love dove is 


Never old at all 





Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lama retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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pic by Asoke Kumar Mitra 


FOR WHOM? 

Waiting for whom? 

Memories of those blue eyes 

Happy passionate oceanic eyes 

Candles burnt 

Stumbled emotions in this May evening 
Her existence and fragrance 


Footprints over the sand 
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Her eyes to remember 

Dancing and flirting 

Unfolded petals of blue night 
Flowers bloom a majestic beauty 


Some dreams never become true 


Burned away and frozen with the time 


Waiting for whom ? 


A broken sparrow's nest 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
am a retired journalist. | have contributed to various 
anthologies published in India and abroad. My poems are 
translated into Punjabi, Hindi, Italian, Spanish, French, 
Persian, Hebrew, Malay and Mandarin languages. 
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GENDER INEQUALITY 


GENDER INEQUALITY 


Equality is an important word of our constitution, in fact it 
is the most important and meaningful word in our 
constitution. We are now into the 8th decade after 
attaining independence but aren't we in deep pain dense 
»when we correlate anything to this maverick word 
“equality”. Gender inequality is evident in India, but it is 
omnipresent world over. An American male tennis, squash, 
golf or football player earns arguably many times a female 
player. But at places of work, the inequality is not so glaring 
there as it is here in India. A woman working in Surat's 
saree industry earns as less as 50 rupees a day. Children are 
also yet another unequal gender in India like women 
because they never ever earn at par with adults. Male 
education is one area where our womenfolk are unequal, 
and thus, their launchpad to the equal world, if any, 
continues to become weaker and weaker by the day in our 
Indian ethos. Kerala is one province in India which can 
convince India that equality is attainable and reachable. 
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Women of Kerala are considered true men of Kerala not 
because they have overwhelmed their men but they have 
equaled them, and in some way, shown the way to weak 
men through their traditionally strong education system. 
They have slowly and_ steadily made themselves 
inspirations of Indian women. Now, if any Kerala woman is 
unequal in gender, it's only in the eyes of religion, not 
region or reason. North Indian women are traditionally 
mascots of gender inequality, more so if and every any 
state is considered "bimaru" by our learned economists and 
fighting rating politicians because seasonally, perennially, 
traditionally and hegemonic gender inequality had occurred 
and remained there for decades and it is still prevalent and 
helping unwind our politicians even now. Cyclic gender 
inequality of civil inaction, generation, season and tradition 
have rendered women to just bodily creatures or stooges 
of husband, family, society and politics. Even Indian ethos 
and ethics don't allow at par equality for women. 
Traditionally, a woman is keeper and upkeeper of family 
deep inside the house or way inside the home. Outside 
world is huge mystery for most of the Indian women, 
although South and West Indian women are looking up by 
the way by the day and have been huge huge inspirations 
for women who are struggling to look up and find their 
equal feet in the Indian polity and policy. Rape, 
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molestation, dowry, child marriage, violence against them 
is just due to cyclic inequality prevalent in our society and 
way we tolerate it. Women are considered Durga, Lakshmi, 
Saraswati and Kali in Indian tradition and they are revered 
profusely and passionately worshipped, but in reality they 
are sheeped and whipped. Thus, gender inequality is 
becoming less but at snail’s pace, but we have lots and lots 
to do passionately and lovingly to bring our better halves to 
full equality in body, embody, culture, tradition, society, 
ethics and politics so that we can make India a gender- 
equal nation bereft of this painful and deliberately 


prevalent aberration. 





Ashish Kumar Pathak: | am a middle school teacher posted 
at Dharhara block in Munger district. Recently my works 
were featured in many national and_ international 
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anthologies. | have got a letter of appreciation from the 
President of India for my poem. My forte is sociopolitical 
poetry in simple language. 
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OUR POEM ON THE MOON 
That simple elegance 

Of the poetry of the Moon 
Scattered across a banal 


Electronic backlit landscape 


Lights up hearts 
That had forgotten 
The moonlight that drapes the night 


Comes from that crepe 
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That is 
Still Watching 
Still Listening 


Still Waiting 


For us to find 
Our soul mates 


If only we were to ask 


Her to be our guide 





Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
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with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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ALL THE THINGS WE DIDN’T BECOME 
| had a dream long long ago 

to become an actor, a singer 

a rockstar, a groupie, a writer, 

an artist, a piano player and 


you wanted some things too. 


| wanted to go to the theatre and 
with you walk all night long 
drink wine and kiss thy lips 


but you pushed me away and 
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| didn’t become an actor or 
an artist or a piano player 


or your first one and 


You walk now alone on thy roads 
and | think about you still sometimes 
but | haven't seen you ever since 


you had others and plenty 


Did you become happy without me 





Annika Lindok: She is an English teacher and a freelance 


translator, living in Estonia. Her work has previously been 


published in Scryptic Magazine, Five 2 One, Peacock 


Journal, Quail Bell Magazine, Zoetic Press’s Nonbinary 
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Review and others, upcoming in Degenerate Literature and 
Ariel Chart. She is a prose editor for Escapism Literary 
Magazine. 
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| DREAM OF YOU 
Each night you come to me in my dreams. 
In life you are an unreachable chasm away, 


right here in the same house — miles apart. 


| long for your touch — you withhold it. Once 
warm smiles - now icy looks from a cold 


heart. My tears freeze under your gaze. 


Sometimes the sadness is overwhelming, 


bleeding out from every pore. The spurn 


of love - a lingering pain beyond words. 
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Unreality is real at last. The flames no 
longer burn. | cannot ascertain what went 


wrong, or when, just that it has. 


Trapped in a cage of lonely days, | long 


for the night to take me in its arms once 


more, so | can dream of you. 





Ann Christine Tabaka: She was born and lives in Delaware. 
She is a published poet, an artist, a chemist, and a personal 
trainer. She loves gardening, cooking, and the ocean. Chris 
lives with her husband and two cats. 
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Her poems have been published in numerous national and 
international poetry journals, reviews, and anthologies. 
Chris has been selected as the resident Haiku poet for 


Stanzaic Stylings. 
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CAREFREE 

| love you 

That is what you wanted to say 

But, unfortunately you made delay. 

You had gone to market for shopping 
You took out the dog for a popping 

You combed your hair sitting in the sun 
You had all the time to weave it into a bun 
Unfortunately you forgot to say 

That it was really a lovely day 

And you loved me like a girl in her teens 


Who did not know how to hold her dress using safety pins 
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You watered the plants in early morns 

You had time to watch on tv family dramas and porns 
You talked and laughed with the milk-man 

Sitting on the stairs you watched clouds going to heaven 
You forgot me in a very strange way 

And did not get time for me to say 

A word of love that would send a chill 

Through my vein and a fortunate lover | would feel 
You have all the wit and humor 

When you said with a very innocent flavor 

Though busy all the day | was always in your mind 


And with much chores to attend your love could not be 
blind 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 


297 





EXPLORATION 

Living out my childhood dreams 

Travelling with the most renowned explorers 
Tapping into unchartered territories 

Feeling the exhilaration run through my veins 
As we embark on the next expedition 


Knowing this will be a remarkable adventure. 


There is a deep fascination with history 


Understanding the penetrating roots of humanity 


The lifestyle of different civilisations through eons 
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The culture and traditions of ancient societies 
Informing the present technological age 


Of the ingenuity of humanity from ancient epochs 


Finding ancient artefacts amidst the ruins 

Is an inexplicable delight flooding the heart 

With a rhythmic elation and the curious mind flows 
With a river of unadulterated exultation 


Dancing like reaching the pinnacle of the summit. 


When the boundaries of time and space 
are no longer a constraint of life 
The trappings of life’s demands 


Is superseded by a tranquil verve. 


Treasuring each exploratory dive 


As | marvel at the depths of the ocean bed 


Its colourful flora dancing soulfully 
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Effortlessly floating, | am absorbed 

by the surrounding beauty of sea creatures 
Marvelling at the placidness, 

my soul tastes the tranquillity 

| am shrouded in a tender embrace 

by nature’s glory radiating through rich hues 


of marine fauna and flora. 


Finding treasures of the ultimate depths 

With its rich marine life to the ocean bed 

where sea wrecked vessels are discovered 

Like they have been asleep for a thousand years 


only to be awakened by explorers. 


In this precious life there is a thirsty passion 
For that which holds true to your heart 
Focus on your passions and dreams 


And may the voyages in your life 
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Serenade your joyous heart and exude 
Peace in your soul as you fulfil 


Your hopes and dreams. 





Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. 
| work as a consultant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published a poetry anthology. 
International Poetry awarded me as an Elite Poet in the 
2018 Poet’s Showcase and Yearbook which honours top 
writers and best original poetry. From The Heart featured 
two poems as Editor's Choice for the most heartfelt and 
meaningful prose in the Annual Valentines edition. 
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WILL TO WIN 

| lost my nerves 

On one fateful day 
Paralytic | became 

The doctors said. 

| cried 

But my voice was low 
Muscles didn't support 
My life was blown. 


A pile of flesh was | 
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Inanimate and lifeless 


| wanted to die. 


| prayed for death 
To take away my breath 
But I've been awakened 


By an unknown determination 


My legs won't walk 

And hands won't work 
My tongue may not talk 
But | don't will to stop, 
From the game; 


To win it, | aim. 


lam not perfect, you see 


Just like any man ordinary. 


But | want to stand out. 
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From the crowd, 


Beyond doubt. 


| don't give up 
| don't give in 


This game of life 


Someday | will win. 


Until then 
I'll keep trying 


I'll keep trying. 
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Anand Gautam: hails from Hyderabad, India. He studied life 
sciences, currently works in a tech giant, and his heart and 
soul has always been inclined towards poetry and fiction. 
He snatches a few minutes every day from his life for his 
love of writing and believes that one’s passion must be kept 
alive to be alive. He can be found on Instagram handle, 
@anand_writes and he blogs at 
https://notesandwords.wordpress.com 
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DIVINE BLESSINGS FROM ABOVE 
Believe in the love 


That is not showing 


For all that glitters 


Is not always gold 


In the love songs perhaps 
It's seldom told 
Fortune is surely 


Only for the bold. 
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See those little drops of dew 
All so new 
How it forms and 


Adheres to the rule 


See that little birdie 
And the tree 
The dew drops forming 


To drink for free 


At the break of dawn 
Gently dropping from the leaves 
With the blessings from above 


The little bird drinks to ecstasy 
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Anand Abraham Pillay: He is a writer, singer, dancer, artist, 
and athlete. He is currently living in Mumbai and is Senior 
Manager with AAI, Mumbai Airport. He loves to cook, loves 
adventure and loves travelling, and is a naturalist. 
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Every myth has a climax, we know 

one among many 

but an important one 

where Jesus has to take on our sins and punishment 
Shiva drink poison 

Krishna, only a child, 

has to fight a gigantic serpent 

Buddha leaves everything, tormented by death 
Every saviour has to suffer to protect 

The stories are strong because they are human 
but terrible if we have to do the same 

We pray that they were divine as said 


so we do no have to share in the brunt 
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But Nature is different 

Watch 

We get 

Give 

No one escapes the turning wheel 
Our turn too comes 

when stretched out on it 

we revolve 

and spin 


fit or unfit 
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Ampat Koshy: | am a poet, fiction writer, editor, anthologist 
and literary critic or theoretician residing in Jazan, Saudi 
Arabia. | work as an Assistant Professor, in the English 
Department, of Jazan University. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published 1 collection of 
short stories, 2 poetry collections, 1 book on poetry, and 2 
books of co-written essays and edited or put together and 
contributed to 1 critical anthology, 3 mixed anthologies, 3 
poetry anthologies and 2 short story anthologies. Recently | 
have been given the Ambassador of the Word title by a 
Spanish organization. 
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WHEN POETRY TOO GROWS LASCIVIOUS 
| feel not even 

An iota of shame 

To think of myself 

As a great poet 

When | fall in love 


With you. 


Every time | fall 


In love with you, 


| find myself 
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To be Spenser. 

The poems | write on you 
Also grow as lascivious 
As you are— 

| lose control over myself 


| crazily bite the lips of the poems. 


My poems turn crimson 


After a while! 
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Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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where does mdantsane starts 
where does mdantsane ends 
i do not know 

ask its people 

its many streets 

its sky 

and its birds 

they all end up in a close alley 
in closed rivers 

of closed dreams 

sometimes a light flickers 


somewhere 
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only for a moment 
when children laugh 
at nothingness 


its echo looks for 


another mdantsane. 





Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many 
worlds and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. 
Words and images tend to amalgamate in many such 
strange journeys. 
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SURGE - OUTFLOW 

Sensitivity sentences one to loneliness, 
empathy brings one closer to people. 
Subsequent influx and efflux of feelings 


teach the physics of existence. 


| know, 
| will not build the bridge between heaven and earth, 
| will not catch up the waning moon, 


| will not find the end of the rainbow. 
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I'm so close, 
you can almost touch my hand 


and yet I’m far distant from your thoughts. 


Life disappoints, 


dreams give hope. 





Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. She has nine books to her credit. 
She edits a series of anthologies and her poems have been 
published in numerous anthologies and magazines in 
various countries. She is a member of the Polish Writers 
Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, Albania. 
She is also a member of directors’ board of Soflay 
Literature Foundation. 
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BRILLIANT DISGUISE 

(After Bruce Springsteen) 

| smell of grease paint; 

the gypsy files her nails on a Naugahyde sofa 
below a 36" fluorescent tube. 


Our future looks bright. 


But when | toss my grease coat into the fire, 

| see you huddled below the passenger seat 

of a broken down ’59 Coupe DeVille, 

fingers laced as if to say, He means well, if only 
he were a man of means. 


| smell of grease paint; 


the gypsy files her nails on a Naugahyde sofa 
below a 36" fluorescent tube. 
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Our future looks bright. 


| have my doubts. 





Allan Britt: Alan Britt was invited by the Ecuadorian House 
of Culture Benjamin Carrion in Quito, Ecuador as part of the 
first cultural exchange of poets between Ecuador and the 
United States. He also served as judge for the The Bitter 
Oleander Press Library of Poetry Book Award. He has 
published 15 books of poetry, his latest being Violin Smoke 
(Translated into Hungarian by Paul Sohar and published in 
Romania: 2015). He teaches English/Creative Writing at 
Towson University. 
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HALLUCINOGENOCIDE 

Voices lie inside my head, 

The sinner sins to be a saint; 
A lost smile is back to her bed, 


Thus tonight would sleep instead. 


Eyes fake the scene within, 
Unseen colours in a box of tiffin; 
On dark slates light is writing, 


Again a beautiful black song is singing. 
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Thoughts defy logic inside, 
The real world always reel to reveal and hide; 
A mind in school pants still kneels beside, 


Between you and | it finds no divide. 





Aakash Sagar Chouhan: Aakash is a nomadic poet from 
Rourkela, Odisha, India. He co-authored “Between Moms 
and Sons” along with Mrs. Geethanjali Dilip (Geethamma). 
He also teamed up with eight eminent Indian Poets and 
launched “The Virtual Reality” in Kolkata. Since then, he has 
contributed to several anthologies. He now awaits the 
sequel of “Between Moms and Sons- II” launch with 
Geethamma this year. 
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